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IT may be neceſſary to apologize for the delay 
which has retarded the appearance of | my Poems. 
IT can aſſure the Public, the fault was not mine, 
but proceeded entirely from the tediouſneſs of Artiſts, 


whom I employed in the little embelliſhments of my 
Publication. 


IT may alſo be proper to mention how it hap- 
pens that a Dramatic Poem, called Democratic 
Rage, lately publiſhed by me, is not included in 
this Collection.—Moſt part, if not the whole, of 
the letter preſs of theſe two volumes, was actually 
worked off, before that horrid: event took place, on 
which the Poem called Democratic Rage was founded. 
But had the Poem in queſtion been written in 
time to find a place in my Collection, I ſhould not 
have inſerted it, as 1 did not think it ſufficient- 
ly correct. Moſt of the preceding pieces have 
been haſtily written, but they have not been 
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haſtily publiſhed ; I have kept them by me many 
years; ſubmitted them to the reviſion and cenſure 
of my friends; and been ever more ready to adopt 
the corrections and emendations of the candid and 


judicious, than they were to propoſe them. Demo- 


cratic Rage was written and publiſhed, on the 


ſpur of the occaſion, rather as a political pamphlet, 


than as a poetical. production ; I was conſcious of 


its many faults and imperfections ; I did not think 


it worth attention as a mere drama ; but flattered 


myſelf that it might have ſome merit and utility, 


in the humbler character of a pamphlet; and was in- 


duced to print it, by that motive alone: the pub- 


lic, however, has been pleaſed to ſtamp a value 


on my production, by a reception favourable beyond 
my moſt ſanguine withes ; and I ſhould now, think 
it preſumptuous to curtail, enlarge, or alter, in any 
ſhape, what has pleaſed the reader in its preſent 


form, 


For the information of thoſe, who may wiſh that 
the piece in queſtion had been inſerted in theſe 


volumes; 1 muſt beg leave to obſerve, that a per- 


ſon muſt be void of feeling, who can behold with- 


out emotion the buſy ſcene of the preſent hour: 
for me, the yreat and ſtupendous events, the ſud- 


den and unexpected viciſſitudes of fortune, and 
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the violent and inexplicable revolutions of opinion, 
that perpetually paſs before our eyes, in the gloom 
of the preſent politics, like the monſtrous pictures 
of a magic lantern, poſſeſs my mind, with ſuch 
ſtrong impreſſions, that my beſt reſolutions are over- 
powered, and I feel myſelf irreſiſtibly hurried into 

the ſnares of verſiſication. When I ſet about pre- 
paring this Collection for the preſs, it was my 
firm determination, that it ſhould contain, with 
the firſt, the laſt follies of my pen. I find, that 
Poets are as ill able to maintain their determina- 
tions, as lovers; and ſhould I be emboldened to 
it, by the reception of theſe two volumes, I am 
apt to think, that I may treſpaſs on the notice of 
the Public, by a third; in which, my readers may 
be aſſured, that Democratic Rage will not be for- 
gotten. : 

WILLIAM PRESTON. 
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THOUGHTS on Lyric Poetry 


Myrrha, an Irregular de 


Verſes written in the Dargle - 
Ode to Sincerity - - - 


Ode to the Moon 55 4 


Health, an Irregular 8 - 
Speech of an Old Savage to his Son 
Offa and Ethelbert, a Tragedy | ; , 
Critique on Offa and Ethelbert - 
Meſſene Freed, a Tragedy - . 
Critique on Meſſene Freed + - 


. Roſmunda, a Tragedy „ 
Epilogue to this Collection, in two Epiſtles 
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Page 14, line 11, adopts read adapts. 
16, — 12, contribute read contributes. 
36, — 21, and taught read awak'd. 
98, — 5, awake read wake. 


106, — 16, where read were. | 


118, — 19, children's read childrens”. 
124, — 2, in read on. 

254, — 16, fillet's read fillets. 

255, — 2, where-read were. 

384, — 15, dele comma after violets. | 
386, line laſt but two, for comma, full flop. 
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THOUGHTS 


ON 
LYRIC POETRY. 


Ir is with ſome diffdence that 1 venture to expreſs my diſſent from 
the opinion of a writer, whoſe fuccefs as a poet muſt add weiglit 
and influence to his fentiments as a critic, I mean Mr. Maſon ; but 
falfe criticiſms falling from men of high character have a moſt per- 
nicious eſſect, particularly with readers who ſeldom venture to think 


for themfelves. Afﬀertions may be hazarded raſhly on the fpur of the 


occaſion, even by the moſt judicious; and when we meet with any 
thing paradoxical, we ſhould not be deterred from examining it, by the 


terrors of a great name, left we ſhonld miſtake unfounded aſſumptions, 


for good arguments, and chimerical fpeculations, for firft principles, 


In the following paper I propoſe to offer ſome remarks, on an opi- 
nion of Mr. Maſon's reſpecting lyric poetry, which he has publiſhed 
in a note on Mr, Gray's ſeventh ode, in his edition of that author's 


works. 


„ 


The note to which I allude runs thus * This ode, to which in the 
« title I have given the epithet of irregular, is the only one of the kind 


« which Mr. Gray ever wrote, and its being written occaſionally and 
« intended for muſic is a ſufficient apology for the defect. Excluſive of 
this, ſor a defect it certainly is, it appears to me, in point of lyrical 
te arrangement and expreſſion, to be equal to moſt of his other odes. It 
« is remarkable that amongſt the many irregular odes which have been 
« written in our language, Dryden's and Pope's on St. Cecilia's day are 
«the only ones that may properly be ſaid to have lived. The reaſon 
is, as I have hinted, that this mode of compoſition is ſo extremely 
k caſy, that it gives the reins to every kind of poetical licentiouſneſs ; 


« whereas the regular ſucceſſion of ſtrophe, antiſtrophe, and epode, put 


« ſo ſtrong a curb on the wayward imagination, that when ſhe has 
« once paced in it, ſhe ſeldom chooſes to ſubmit to it a ſecond time; 
« 'tis therefore greatly to be wiſhed, that in order to ſtifle in their 
« birth a quantity of. compoſitions which are at the ſame time wild 
« and jcjune, m_—_- odes, and thoſe only, ſhould be eſteemed legiti- 
e mate amongſt us. 


I am not ſurprized that ſuch a remark ſhould fall from one who has 
written ſo many regular odes; the moſt candid poet may feel his judg- 
ment in ſome degree warped by his poetical ſtudies; we find Dryden, 
at one time, a champion for rhyming tragedies, at another recommend- 
ing alternate rhymes, as the moſt eligible heroic meaſure ; from the 
ſame cauſe, and perhaps with as much juſtice in both inſtances, as Mr. 
Maſon ftickles for the regular ode. I muſt own 1 was ſurprized to find 
the odes of Pope and Dryden on St. Cecilia's day claſſed together, as if 
the two productions were of equal merit; indeed, -I was ſurprized to 
hear Pope's ode mentioned, as a pgem which may ſtill be ſaid to live, 


I am ſomewhat at a loſs to determine whether Mr. Maſon, in the 
note in queſtion, means by the term regular ode a poem which exhi- 
bits the regular ſucceſſion of ſtrophe, antiſtrophe and epode, or that 
merely which is confined to an uniform and regularly repeated ſtanza. 
If we are to apply this denomination to poems of the firſt claſs only, 
the number of odes is but ſmall, comparatively ſpeaking, and of that 


| number. many are faint and weak, and many fleep; certainly, ſuch of 


them as have ſtood their ground are far inferior in number and merit 


5 

to their irregular brethren, If we are to underſtand the term regular 
ode in the latter and more extenſive ſenſe, then it follows, that a tri- 
flin ing bailey or ſong will be a regular ode, and paſs for ſterling, becauſe 
of the uniform returning ſtanza, while no regularity of plan, no Iyri- 
cal arrangement, or propriety of ſentiment, will exempt from the 


charge of irregularity an ode, which why admits a variety of 
ſtanza, | 


The mere regular return of un uniform ſtanza, if that ſtanza does 
not afford a copious interchange of melodious ſounds, is not a work of 
much difficulty in the execution, or merit in the peruſal; neither can 
it be ſaid to impoſe any very ſtrong, at leaſt it does not impoſe any 
very uſeful curb, on the wayward imagination ; nor will it, I preſume, 
be found a very effeftual means of excluding compoſitions wild and je- 
June : In truth, I am inclined to doubt whether this deſirable end can 
be obtained by the adoption of ſtrophe, antiſtrophe and epode, It 
v. ould be invidious to quote particular inſtances, but any one who will 
take the trouble of turning over ſome of our miſcellaneous collec- 
tions, and other books of modern poetry, will find things called odes, 
which are at once wild and jejune, though trimmed and laced up in 
the ſtraight waiſteoat of ſtrophe, antiſtrophe and epode, according to 
all the ſeverities of the Greek maſters, 


Mr. Maſon infiſts on the ſmall number of irregular odes, which, as 
he ſays, deſerve to be ranked with the living, as an argument againſt 


this ſpecies of compoſition. He confines the catalogue to narrow li- 


mits, Dryden's and Pope's odes on St, Cecilia's day. Suppoſe this for 


a moment to be juſt, is not Dryden's ode of ſufficient excellence and 


dignity, to give a new form of compoſition, and become the archetype, 
and as I may fay, the founder of a diſtin poetical family? Is not the 


complaint of Cowley to all intents and purpoſes lyrical ? Do his pinda- 


ric odes, which are profeſſedly irregular, deſerve to be involved in the 
indiſcriminate doom of death ? Even the ſevere Hurd, in his caſtrations 


of Cowley, has reprieved and admitted ſome of them into his 2 


tion. I know not to what claſs we ſhall refer Milton's Lycidas ; 


me it ſeems to belong to the genus of irregular odes, Mr. iden, 


Browne, an excellent poet of the laſt century, has left a beautiful is- 
regular ode, written on a like affecting oceaſion with the Lycidas, and 


not much inferior to it in poetical merit: and here, by the by, | muſt 


mention, though ſomewhat out of place, that there is a very early ſpe- 
cimen, indeed, of the irregular ode in the engliſh language, I mean a 


. 
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poem on the death of Henry the firſt, which bears marks of the higheſt 
antiquity, and may be found in a collection, called the muſe's library. 
Perhaps Dryden's ſecular pde does not deſerve to be mentioned on 
this occaſion, though furely it ranks higher than Pope's ode on St. 
Cecitia's day. But it would be unpardonable to omit the admirable, 
and I muſt add, muck injured Collins, who has left ſeveral beautiful 
ſpecimens of the irregular lyric, which do not deſerve to be numbered 
with the dead, nay, which cannot die while any regard for harmonious 
verſification and claſſical compoſition ſubſiſts among us. 


If the irregular ode is a ſpecies of compoſition ſo extremely eaſy, is 
it not wonderful that it has not been more generally adopted ? If it is 
fuch a temptation to raſh meddlers in poetry, one might be led to 
ſuppoſe that the engliſh language muſt be overflowed with irregular 
odes ; but we find, on the contrary, that this mode of compoſition is 
far from being frequent among us. I believe there are in engliſh more 
regular than there are irregular odes. The reaſon of this may be eaſily 
explained: the ſevere form of the ancient regular lyric has in it ſome- 
thing elaborate, uncommon, and fit to impoſe on the minds of vulgar 
readers, who are apt to admire what they do not underſtand, and ena- 
bles a heavy mediocrity of talents, by the uſe of a little pains and 
ſtudy, not only to impoſe on the world, and acquire at leaſt a tranſient 


: popularity, but even to impoſe on the writer himſelf. If the irre- 


gular ode has introduced compoſitions wild and jejune, the pedantry 
of the anglo-grecian lyric has contributed to the propagation of verſes 
that are tame and inſipid, made up of epithets and eee ver- 


biage, and diſguiſed with foreign idioms.  - 


The introduction of ſtrophe, antiſtrophe and epode into engliſh 
poetry is not only unneceſſary, but unaccountable. There is not a ſingle 
inſtance of it in Malherbe, that great maſter of french lyric poctry, 
who was a very correct and claſſical writer. Ben Johnſon, a ſervile 
imitator of the ancients, was, I believe, the firſt who introduced it 
in engliſh, under the denomination of turn, return, and counter- 
turn. Among the greeks themſelves the ufe of the ſtrophe, antiſ- 
trophe and epode was not adopted univerſally and indiſcriminately in 
every ſpecies of the ode, If we are to believe the ancient gramma- 


tilans, the modets of the greek lyric, in which this diviſion is adopted, 


were all compoſed to be ſung by a chorus, and accompanied with danc- 
ing; and the ſtrophe, antiſtrophe and epode, as the etymology of their 
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names ſeems to import, had a reference to the ſong and dance. The 
firſt ſtanza, called ſtrophe, they ſung, dancing at the ſame time; the 
ſecond, called the antiſtrophe, was fung while the dance was in- 
verted; the epode they ſung ſtanding ſtills. In corroboration of this 
opinion, we find that the odes which purſue this form were either in 
honour of the victors in ſome of the greeian games, and intended to 
be ſung-by a chorus at the entertainments given by the conquerors, 
to whom they were inſctibed, or by their friends, on account of 
their victories, or at the ſolemn ſacrifices made to the gods on thoſe 
occaſions, as the odes of Pindar which have reached our time; or elſe 
make part of ſome dramatic poem, and were intended to be performed 
on the ſtage by a chorus, in like manner, and accompanied with 
dancing. Thus we ſee in what odes, and why, this complicated regu- 
larity, this threefold correſpondence of uniform and regularly repeated 
ſtanzas, was adopted, We find it was not employed in the greek 
poetry intended for other purpoſes, and not compoſed with a view to 
muſic. Horace, who ſtudied the greeks with great care, admired 
them exceedingly, and was a very correct writer, has not thought pro- 
per to introduce the ſtrophe, antiſtrophe aud epode into latin poetry; 
and why ? Doubtleſs becauſe he well knew that they were appre- 
priated to poetry intended to be ſet to muſic, and performed by = 
chorus, Is it not then a pedantic and idle aſſectation to adopt in eng- 
liſh poetry a regulation which was rejected by the latins, and not 
univerſally employed even by the greeks themſelves, but only when 


This union of poetry, muſic and dancing, is inexplicable enough 


to us, whoſe manners are ſo different from thoſe of the ancients ; how- 


ever, there cannot be any doubt of the ſact; to prove it, 1 need only 
adduce part of a chorus in the Hercules furcus of Euripides, which 
manifeſtly alludes to it: | | 
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the ſubject made it neceflary that the ode ſhould be ſet to muſic, ad 

performed with an accompaniment of dancing ? It ſeems to me that it 
would be more rational to ſuppoſe that all our engliſh odes were to 
de ſet to mulic, and to divide them into recitative, air and chorus. 


Mr. Maſon ſeems to rely on another principle as certain and in- 
controvertible, in which, notwithſtanding, I cannot readily bring my- 
felf to acquieſce: that by increaſing the difficulty of writing poetry, we 
promote its excellence ; and, in particular, that by rendering a ſubordi- 
nate and merely mechanical part of poetry, for inſtance, the meaſure, 
more operoſe and inconvenient to the compoſer, we ſhall ſucceed in 

| checking the growth of bad poetry; | ſay this, ſuppoſing for the pre- 
ſent, but by no means admitting, the irregular ode to be, as Mr. 
Maſon ſuppoſes, a ſpecies of compoſition of the utmoſt facility, On 
this principle of exalting the beauties of poetry, by enereaſing its dif- 
ficulties, which, by the by, ſeems to be juſt ſuch an experiment as if 
= we ſhould attempt to add grace and agility to a dancer by encumber- 
5 ing his legs with fetters, or ſpeed a courſer by loading him with a 
ſ | heavy burthen; or this principle where ſhall we ſtop? What bounds 
1 of difficulty and conſequent perfection ſhall we appoint ? 1f, in order 
to deter raſh meddlers, the compolition of an ode is to be rendered 
more difficult, by wantonly dividing it into ſtrophe, antiſtrophe and 
epode, why reſt there? Let the ſanctuary of good writing be ſtill more 
eſſectually ſecured from prophane intrudess, by ordaining that lyric 
| poems ſhould be always written in the ſhape of a flute, a pair of 
| wings, an egg, an axe, or an altar? Some greek writers have attempted 
; all theſe fantaſtic forms of compoſition ; but is the merit of the poems 
of this kind, which have reached us, in any degree proportioned to 
the difficulty? Has the dithculty of compoſing rondeaus, acroſtics and 
charades delivered the french language from a mob of writers at once 
wild and jcjune ? To purſue this reaſoning a little father : it is ac- 
knowledged on all hands that french verſification is ſubject to a very 
ſevere and tyrannical code of rules; it is much more difficult to write 
poetry in that language, than it is in the latin, greek, italian or eng- 
liſh. Now, have meaner ſpirits been deterred by this difficulty? Is the 
number of minor poets leſs in the french than in other languages? Or 
is the comparative excellence of the french poetry great, in propor- 
tion to the diſcouragement which are thrown in the way of t heir wri- 
ters, by the ſevere laws of verſification ? The french writers complain 
of this tyrannical code as an heavy grievance, and ſo intolerable is the 
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burthen, that ſome of their beſt poets, particularly Correille, the firlf 
of french bards, violate the laws of verſification without ſcruple. In- 
deed I had always been taught to hold an opinion directly contrary to 
this poſition, and to believe, that in proportion as the execution of 
the mechanical part in the fine arts is eaſy, there is a greater prof- 
pect of attaining to general excellence; and to common underſtand- 
ings this opinion would ſcem to be well-founded. The pains, ſtudy and 
time which will be exhauſted in adjuſting the mere mechanical part, 
when it is of a more difficult form, may, when that difficulty is re- 
moved, be employed on a nobler care, that of conſidering the plan, 
removing defects, and heightening the beauties, by correQing, re- 
touching and poliſhing the whole. I have often heard blank verſe 
preferred to rhyme, on this very ground, that it impoſed leſs trouble- 
ſome reſtraints on the poct; and I had obſerved that in thoſe lan- 
guages which are called, by way of diſtinction, poetical, as the italian, 
the mechanical of poetry is moſt eaſy, which could not be the caſe if 
the difficulty of compoſition were a pledge and guarantee for its ex- 
cellence, I ſuppoſe it is on this principle of attaining excellence, by 
inducing difficulty, that Mr. Hayley has produced his comedies in 
_ rhyme; and on the ſame ſyſtem it would follow, that tragedies alſo 
ought to be written in rhyme, as being a more difficult mode of verſi- 
fication ; in ſhort, if by enhancing the difficulty of poetical compoſition 
you ſhould leflen the number of bad poets, will you not leſſen the 
number of good'ones ? There is greater merit, certainly, in the attain- 
ment of excellence in ſomething very difficult ; but in ſuch a cafe the 
number of excellent productions will be ſmall in proportion. 


The more I conſider the introduction of ſtrophe, antiſtrophe and 
epode into the engliſh language, the more am 1 ſtruck with the im- 
propriety of it ; on what principle of reaſon are we required to adopt 
the regulations of compoſition, which prevailed in a dead language. 
of a ſtructure wholly different from our own, and with the true pro- 
nunciation of which we are not fully acquainted ? It ſeems to be very 
unjuſt, to impoſe on engliſh poets the ſame ſtrictneſs, with regard to 
the ſtanza, and ſtructure of the ode, which prevails in Pindar, and the 
chorus of the greek tragedy. . The genius of their language does not 
furniſh the engliſh writers. with the fame inſtruments and means of 
facilitating their compliance with the law. 1, Both the greek and 
latin languages have a great advantage in the bold and frequent in- 
verſions of words, which they not only permit, but requite; this 
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muſt have aſſiſted the poet amazingly in attaining an harmonious ar- 
rangement of words, and a rich and eaſy verſification. 2, The greek 
language admitted a variety of dialects, which the poet might inter- 
mix, as ſuited his convenience; this gave a greater choice and variety 


of ſynonimous ſounds, and greatly facilitated the taſk of compoſition. 


3, The latin poet found the ſame convenience in poetical licence; but 
the greek language allowed it in a ſtill higher degree, more freely in- 
deed than any language I know, except the italian. Now this privi- 


lege is very ſparingly, if at all, indulged to an engliſh writer, whoſe 


taſk in verſifying is therefore ſo much the more difficult. 4, Both 
the greek and latin lyric poets took the liberty of ending the 
line in the midſt of a word, if the verſification happened to require it, 
as you may ſee in every page of Horace and Pindar ; indeed, there are 


in Virgil inſtances of ſuch a licenſe, even in heroic verſe, A liberty 


of this fort would not be endured in engliſh; I queſtion whether even 
the charms of the ſtrophe, antiſtrophe and epode could reconcile it to 
thoſe who want the true antiquat-d claſſic ear. 5, The ancients went 
ſtill greater lengths; there are inſtances of a ſtanza or ſtrophe ending in 
the middle of a word, and the remainder carried over to the next 
ſtanza; as for example, in the ſecond antiſtrophe of the third olympic 
of Pindar, which ends in the middle of a word, and the ſecond epode, 


- which begins with the remaining ſyllable : 


a rd tc yauay Toevery Svja@- lh. 
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| Having hazarded theſe curſory remarks on the critical opinions con- 


tained in the note above-mentioned, permit me to add a few arguments 
in favour of the irregular ode. In the firſt place, it has the. fanction 


of claſſic authority to recommend it; the ancients, our great, and, in- 
deed, inimitable muſters in poetry, they, who impoſed every necetlary 
curb on the wayward imagination, and were not often guilty of wild 
or jejune writing, the illuſtrious ancients loved and pradtifed this ſpecies 


ot compoſition, The moſt celebrated and ſublime of Pindar's works 


were irregular odes, I mean his dithyrambics; on theſe, though they 
bave unfortunately periſhed in the wreck of time, his reputation as 
a poet was moſt eſſentially ſounded. We have the ſuffrage of as good 
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a critic as he was a poet, both as to their merit and their bold irre- 
gularity: TY 
Seu per audaces nova dithyrambos 
Verba devolvit, numeriſque fertur 
Lege folutis, 
| Hoxactz, 


* 


The ancient grammarians and critics recognize the polymetra and 
pammetra of the ancients, in which verſes of all different meaſures 
were employed, without any uniform order or connection. Claudian, 
Terentianus Maurus, and Martianus Capellus, have all written lyric 


poems, each of which takes in a variety of different ſtanzas; that of 


Claudian was written on the marriage of the emperor Honorius. If 
we are to believe an ingenious french critic*, the ſecular ode of Horace 
was an irregular one, or to ſpeak more correctly, a multiform lyriz, 
emb.acing a free variety of different ſtanzas. Whether the conjecture 
of Mr. Sanadon, as to the junction of the ſeveral parts which he brings 
together, be well or ill founded, it ſerves to ſupport my argument, as 
it ſhews that in the opinion of a learned man and a good critic the irre- 
gular ode was by no means alien from the correct genius of claſſic 


poetry. 


We may alſo allege the example of the italian lyric poets in fivour 
of the irregular ode; there are a great number of beautiful compoſitions 


of that ſpecies in their language, particularly by Chiabrera and Metaſ- 


taſio, a writer to whom the epithets of wild and jejune can hardly be 
applied with any propriety. Fontaine, among the french, may be con- 
ſidered as a great maſter in the irregular lyric. Among us, the correct 


and laborious Ben Johnſon; as he was the firſt importer of the ſtrophe, 


antiſtrophe and epode, has given us alſo the firſt engliſh precedent of 
an irregular ode, if I miſtake not, in the poem on the buraing of his 
works, 5 | 
But why reſort to precedent for a juſtification of the irregular ode? 
I may intrench myſelf in ſtronger ground, the internal evidence of its 
merit, and the obvious advantages which reſult from this ſpecies of 


* Sanadon. 
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campoſition. Firſt, it leaves the poet at liberty to follow the order 
and connexion of his ideas, and to expreſs them in the moſt apt and 
forcible manner. He is not obliged to ſacrifice ſtrength and energy to 
ſtanza, to become a literary Procruſtes, and torture out ſome thoughts 
through a nerveleſs extent of prolix tenuity, while others are propor- 
tion thly cut and cramped, to make them fit the ſtanza, He is not 
ſtopt hort, in the very heat and acme, of compoſition, as it were by 
a great gulf, or obliged to introduce alien or unneceſſary ideas, in order 
to ſquare his matter with his meaſure, and preſerve the preconceived 
diviſion of his poem into partitions of a certain unvarying length. The 
flanza is commenſurate to the ſenſe, and exhibits nothing redundant, 
nothing incoherent or ditjointed ; the thought occupies juſt as much 
room as it deſerves, and no more, while the poet has it in his power, 
ta expreſs it, as fully, or as conciſely as he thinks proper. 


Secondly. Add to this, that the irregular ode requires no ſupernu- 
merary or expletive epithets to eke out lines, none of thoſe unmean- 
ing ſubſervient lines, that are introduced merely to eke out ſtanzas, 
and of which ſome of our modern regular odes exhibit ſuch melancholy 
zaſtances ; in ſhort, the irregular ode is not obliged to ſacrifice a juſt ar- 
rangement, clear expreſſion, or harmonious verſification, to a chime- 

rical and pedantic regularity, which has no foundation in true ys 
and is wholly foreign from the genius of our language. 


Thirdly. You will pleafe to conſider, that if the author of a regular 
ole has a bad ear, and is unfortunate in the choice of the ſtanza, his 
readers muſt take it, for better for worſe, through the whole poem, a 
grievance, to which the irregular ode is not liable; for there, if one 
ſtanza ſhould be unhappily fancied, or inharmonious, we have a proſ- 
rect of being relieved, and changing for the better in the next; per- 
haps too, the ear, in an ode of any length, may feel itſelf cloyed with 
the uniformity of a flanza ſo frequently repeated, and be relieved and 
gratiſicd by the various melody of the irregular ode. | 

Fourthly. I muſt further obſerve, that although we ſhould allow the 
compolition of the irregular ode, to be, as Mr. Maſon is pleaſed to aſ- 
ſert, more caſy, it impoſes on the pott a neceſſity of verſifying with 
greater care, and ſatisfy ing the car with a melody more full and com- 
pletely rounded. Ihe harmony of verification cannot ſo eaſily make 
it ell to be felt by the reader, when the ſtanza comes in a new and un- 


o 
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foreſeen form, as when the ear is habituated, and broken, as I may fay, 
to the expected march of an uniformly repeated ſtanza. When the 
hearer is prepared for the return of the pauſe at regular intervals, he 
learns to miſtake the mere technical arrangement of the lines tor hare 
monious verſification, and hardly allows himſelf to enquire, whether 
the ſtop is judiciouſly placed, or the period duly filled, fo as to leave the 
rar perfectly ſatisfied. In the irregular ode there is no ſuch deception, 
the ear is not impoſed on, and any fault in the verſification will be im- 
mediatcly perceived, 


Fifthly. A correſpondence of the ſound with the ſentiment is cer- 
tainly a very great beauty, and the poet ſhould endeavour to obtain it, 
| whenever it may be had, without ſacrificing more important things. 
This beauty may ſometimes reſult from the happy force of a ſingle word, 
ſometimes it is produced by the ſtructure and cadence of a ſingle line, 
but is eſſected moſt forcibly and moſt generally by the arrangement aud 
ſymmetry of a whole period . Now, I believe jt cannot be denied, 
and therefore I ſhall not waſte words to prove, that a free ſtanza, 
which may be varied at will, and made light and airy, ſſow and plain- 
tive, or fwelling and ſonorous, according to the ſubjeQ matter, will 

give the poet a much better chance of attaining this excellence, what- 
ever may be its value, The judicious break, the happy pauſe, the apy. 
change of cadence, the long majeſtic march and energy divine, may all 
in their turns be excluded by a ſervile adherence to the uniformity of 


Example of the firſt: 
Procumbit humi bos. 
Of the ſecond: 


Monſtrum horrendum informe ingens cui lumen ademptum | 
Sola i in ſicca ſecum ſpatiatur Arena. 


Of the third: 
$he bids vou, 

All on the wanton ryſhes lay you down, 

And reſt your gentle head upon her lap, 

And ſhe will ſing the ſong that pleaſeth you, 

And on your eye-lids crown the god of ſleep, 
Charming your blood with pleaſing heavineſs. 

| a SUAK $PEARE, 
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ſtanza; and I cannot think of a ſingle advantage, which attends this 
uniformity excluſively, except that of enhancing the _— of come 
polition. 


Such being the advantages which attend the irregular ode, it ſeems to 
be rather immaterial to enquire into the comparative difficulty of writ» 
ing it; I ſhall only obſerve, that being ſimple and unaffeacd in its form, 
and diſclaiming every thing elaborate and artificial, it is ſuppoſed to be 
much eaſier than in truth it is, and leſs credit is given to the author of an 
irregular ode for the pains and ſtudy he employs, than to thoſe, who 
deal in more operoſe forms of poetry. 


It cannot be denied, that a ſpecies of compoſition which adopts the 
conſtruction of the rythmus, and even the ſound of particular words to 
the ſubject mult have its foundation in the genuine undepraved feelings 
of human nature. I have not a doubt within my mind of the irregular 
ode being the firſt form of compoſition adopted by mankind, in their 
firſt wild attempts at literature, Poetry has ever been the delight of 
men in the firſt ſtages of ſociety: the earlieſt recitals of events among 
them have been in verſe ; this ariſes from the connexion between cer- 
tain ſounds and the feelings of the mind, as well as the memory. The 
firſt literary production, in an unpoliſhed nation, where the pure dictates 
df nature prevailed, was a poem, and that poem an irregular ode. Whe⸗- 
ther the ſubject of the rude minſtrelſy was the feather- cinctured chiefs, 
or duſky loves, the untutored feclings of the heart teaching expreſſions, 
a:d ſuggeſting ſounds attempered and attuned to that ſubject, the ſtanza 
varied with the ſenſe, and the ſpontaneous deſcant became an irregular 
ode, I am very confident, that the death ſong and the warſong which have 
ſuch an infinence on the ſpirits of american warriors, are irregular odes ; | 
and I am confirmed in my opinion, by finding that ſeveral ſpecimens of 
rhe ancient poetry of uncivilized nations bear this form. In Scheffer's 
hiſtory of Lapland you will find two inſtances of the irregular ode, which 
have great poctical merit, and are well known by the engliſh tranſla- 
tions of them. | 


I ſhall conclude with expreſſing a wiſh, that theſe haſty refleions 
may be the mean« of exciting ſome poetical genius to make a trial of a - 


ſpecies of compoſition, which, in my mind, is peculiarly A i of 
true ſut limity 


MYRRHAsz 


ARGUMENT. 


Ir may be objected, that ſcenes of horror, like the ſubject of the fol, 
lowing little poem, ought rather to be covered with a veil, or conſigned 
to oblivion, than introduced to the public eye, in the dreſs of poetry. 
For my juſtification, 1 ſhall reſort to the authority of the old greek tra- 
gedians, who thought the dreadful ſtories of CEdipus and Medea not un- 
fit for repreſentation on the public ſtage. The mind loves to have her 
feelings rouſed, and J know no tale more apt to excite the emotions of 
terror and pity than that of Myrrha, as related by Ovid, whom I have 
followed, in his metamorpholigz=—lIt is this: Myrrha in early youth 
conceives a paſſion for her father Cinyras; every aſſectionate glance, 
evcry endearing expreſſion, every_paternal attention of the parent fa- 
tally, but innocently, contribute to nouriſh the criminal defires of the 
child. The fire conſumes her vitals, her health rapidly declines, her 
frame is waſted away ; her anguiſh of mind makes her look forward to 
approaching death as a deſirable termination of her ſufferings ; her nurſe 
is alarmed at this melancholy ſituation : ſhe employs all her arts of inſi- 
nuation to obtain poſſeſſion of her dreadful ſecret, and at length extorts 
from her a diſcovery of her love. 


The nurſe, perceiving that Myrrha muſt inevitably fall the victim of 
her paſſion if ſhe continued to ſuppreſs it, and determined to ſave her life 
even at the price of her character and virtue, employs herſelf firſt to de- 

viſe the means of gratifying her withes, and then, which was a taſk more 
difficult, to perſuade Myrrha to employ thoſe means. 


The wife of Cinyras, and mother of Myrtha, was to aſſiſt at a folemn 
facrifice, and the ſtrictneſs of religion required that the lady ſhould ſe- 
elude hertclf from her huſband ſometime previous to it; the ſacrifice too 
was to be performed in a diſtant part of the country, During the tem- 
porary ſeparation which this occaſioned, Cinyras felt certain wants, and 
appticd to this nurſe, who appears to have been, indeed, a very notable 
perſonage, for the means of ſupplying them; Myrrha was introduccd to 


her ſather in the gloom of night and departed before the dawn of day, 


- baſhfulneſs and delicacy were the pretext ; the intercourſe continued for 
ſome time without ſuſpicion, curioſity at laſt prevailed ; the unhappy 
father introduced a light, while Myrrha ſlept, and beheld the crimina- 
lity and ſhame, which night and ſilence had at fuſt produced, and con- 
ceuled fo long. 
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THe howling whirlwind ſwept the plain, 
The pealing thunder rock'd the ground ; 
The headlong torrent ſwell'd amain, 
While, in his waſteful triumph roll'd around, 5 
Herds, and flocks and trees, and corn, i 
The ſhepherd and his cot were borne ; 

And Chaos, with a yell, exulting ran 

To mar the beauteous works of nature and of man. 
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Ever and anon 
The palpitating flakes of ruddy light'ning ſhone ; 


Above—below—they run—they glare— 
With low and fearful howl gy 

The lion ſtarted from his lar, 

Meteors blazing thro? his hair, 

While on his head, in unctuous train, 
They hung—or kindled thro his mane z 
Rage and fear his eye-balls ſcowl, 
The pines and gnarled oaks before him bend; — 
No more his cuſtom'd haunts he knew, 
Nor thirſted now the prey to rend ; 
Wing'd, wing'd with fear he flew : 
Where waves infuriate vex the rocky ſteep 


He plung'd into the deep. 


Wrapt in many a pitchy cloud 
Night on Hades call'd aloud ;— 
Aſſociate, wake ! to feaſt thine ear, 
The mingled craſh of ruin hear ; 
Aſſoeiate, wake! and ſee, to cheer thy ſprite, 
Works of Chaos, works of Night ; 
Aſſociate, haſte, ariſe, receive, from deſtiny, 


A dire oblation meet for Ercbus and me. 


Hark, hark—what ſhrieks redouble on the wind! 


Along the pathleſs waſte, 
What pole, evanid phantom paſt?— 
"Tis Myrrha,—faded form, and tortur'd mind! 


19 
Her garments rent, and rent her beauteous hair, 
Diſtilling dank the drops of beating rain; 
The wind-wav'd briar, the brake, and tangled thorn | 
Her tender limbs have torn, | 
And wand'ring purple ſtreams the poli- d iv 'ry ſtain, — 
Cinyras diſplays the ſword, - 
Her vengeful ſire, her lover now no more, 
He waves the brand, athirſt for gore, 
To mark an impious deed with puniſhment abhorr'd. 


Oh wretched father ! doubly, doubly loſt, 
Loſt to ſtrike, and loſt to ſpare, 

_ Endleſs ſhame, and endlefs care 

Ruſh upon thy fatal head, 

Peace 1s gone, and honour fled, 


And hopes and ſchemes of good, by ſtygian whirlwinds toſt. 


The winds are huſh'd—the notes of anguiſh flow ; 
Ceaſeleſs, thro' the gloom they creep, 
Like ſtreams in ſparry cavern deep, 


TrickJing conſtant, ſad, and flow. 
Spare me, viſions of affright, 
Ye ſpectres, teeming thro? the ſhades of night! 
Heav'n is burſting o'er my head, 
The failing earth recedes where-e'er I tread, 
Unwilling to ſuſtain the freight 

Of ſuch a guilty thing's incumbent weight. 

Oh fatal change ! 

Bewilder'd, loſt, accurſt I range, 
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Nor ought of outward horrors find 
Dire,—as the change in this polluted mind, 


Oh name for ever dreadful, ever dear! 
Lov'd name of fire, no more to fill mine ear; 
No more to tune my matin ſong, | 
Amidft the virgin throng : 

Oh virgin throng, would fates allow 


I were your fiſter now! 


To wear, like you, my golden hours ; 

Spotlefs and fweet ye ſpring, as tender flow'rs ; 
And forward look, with hallow'd awe, to prove, 
Th' auſpicious moment of connubial love. — 


There was a time, my father's name 


Diffus'd no bluſh, the check to ſtain, 


Awak'd no wiſh the ſoul to pain, 

Or tremble thro? the guilty frame; 

But ſweet and tranquil, by the moſſy cell, 
Or ruſhy dell, | 
Flow'd attemper'd to the chords, 

Flow'd in ſoft, ſpontaneous words, 

The ſecret haunts of Echo found, 

And bade the rural nymphs around 

Their homeſpun ditties ceaſe, 


To join in choral ſtrains of love, and piety, and peace. 


Of love, and piety, and peace—dire change ! 


The furies round me range ; 
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The ſhriek—they dance — an hideous band, 
And all erect their hiſſing ſnakes, 

And one the curling venom takes, 

And gives it to my father's hand. — 

« Arm thee for thy daughter's doom, 

4 Snatch the votive guilty bloom, 

« Hurl it to the ſiſters fell, 

« *Tis a garland meet to wreath 

Around the ſhrines of death, 

Or palaces of hell. 

4 Hurl to us the fatal charms, | | 
os That, bleſſing, curſt a . s arms.” 


Dear, guiltleſs partner of a deed profane, 
Oh ſpare—detefted and ador d 
To waſh away, in blood, our common ſtain ! 
Oh drop the mard'rous ſword ;— | 
Thus abject, thus defil'd, 
Am I not ſtill thy child? 
By all the joys my natal hour beſtow'd, 
When tears of gladneſs flow'd, 
A pure, extatic flood; 
By all a parent's tender fears, 
That fondly watch'd my helpleſs years, 
When playful at thy knees I ſtood ; 
- By many a ſoft, delightful hour, 
When my gay prattle, with amuſive pow'r, 


And melting influence ſtole, - 
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22 
Bland and gentle on thy ſoul, 
And, as they met with mine, 


Thy gracious eyes with doubled ebe would 08 65 
Oh ſpare! 


Shall not theſe thine arm reſtrain? 


Adjurations yet remain 


By the joys —accurſed thought ! 

Ceaſe my tongue with horrors fraught. —- 

Oh night to mem'ry baneful, and to mem'ry dear 
The rolling year 

Shall mark thee, in its courſe, for works of hate; 
Round the ſacrifice of ill 

Blood of innocents to ſpill, 

Annual, the hags of night ſhall congregate. 

All pow'rs of good that night refign their charge, 
And yelling fiends and harpies roam at large, 


Nor ſtarry lamp, nor lunar gleam 


Thro' the murky vapours play; 

Nor cheering light of village taper beam, 
To guide the trav'ler on his way. 

In earth below let vapours ſhine, 
Kindling, burſting from the mine, 

And flame ſulphureous death, 

On many a wretch beneath. 

In heav'n above, with crimſon. glare, 
Undulating thro' the air, 


Let meteors ſweep, portentous rolling on ; 
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23 
While, ſmould'ring round th* abodes of ſleepy 
 Devyouring flames thro' populous cities creep, 
Or torch its light funereal ſheds, 
Sullen, o'er the mourners heads, 1 
Where ſome fond mother wails her darling ſos. 


The pow'rs unſeen, with guilty ill, 
That weave th” indiſſoluble web of human in, | 
In hallow'd rites, and in the pious thought, 
Unwitting enginery of evil ſought ; | 
And bade my mother join the myſtic train, 
And ſeek the diſtant fane. — | 
While wafted perfumes from the altar blaz'd, 
And ſpicy volumes thro” the temple wreath'd, 
Her hands devote the matron rais'd, 
Her oriſons ſhe meekly breath'd, 
And, as the fragrance reach'd the ſky, 
Call'd for bleſſings from on high ; 
For bleſſings call'd, in accents mild, 
To crown her huſband and her child 
What was then the. huſband's taſk ? | 
What bleſſing did the daughter aſk ?— 
The huſband and the daughter ruſh, to prove 


The fierce exceſſes of inceſtuous love. 


In ſounds of agony confus'd and wild 
J hear thee ſhriek, 1 hear thee rave 
Thy treſſes on the ground are ſtrew'd, 
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24 
Thy boſom is with blood imbru'd ;z— 
J hear thee curſe thy birth; 
I hear, I hear thee curſe thy guilty child; 
I ſee thee ftretch'd 3 ſee thee tear the earth 
To ſind a grave.— 


What buſy fiend, what curſt magnet pow'r 
Rul'd my natal hour, 
In fair Lucina's ſemblance came, | 
And touch'd the new-born babe, with ſtygian ws 
Better, mine eyes had then for ever clos'd ; 
Better, had I lain expos'd 
On ſavage heath, or mountain wild; 
Or, like ſome-vile neglected thing, 
Daſh'd againſt the ſavage ſhore 
| Amidſt the billows' roar ; 
Better, had ſerpents, with redoubled ſting 
The heart yet guiltleſs found, 
And twin'd and twin'd my little limbs around : 


Better, had vultures borne me to their neſt, 
And deep ingulph'd the beak within my breaſt ; 
Or kites entomb'd the dire, portentous child. 


OH s 


The nurſe's care, unhallow'd and unbleſt, At 
Foſter'd me, at the breaſt. 


The furies ſaw me to their purpoſe grow, 


Like beateous plants, that rank with poiſon blow. 


The growth of ſtature and the rip'ning thought A 
1 [ 
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To riper miſchief wrought ; 

While, with my vital blood, 

I fed the ſerpent brood, | 

That harmleſs ſeem'd and gentler than the dove, 
Nor future inceſt fear'd, in filial love ; 
Pleas'd its luſtre to behold, 

Its gloſſy ſpires of verdant gold; 

Midſt my locks it freely play'd, 

Freely o'er my boſom ſtray'd, 

But ſoon a dragon vaſt, with dire control, 
And over ſhadowing wing, | 

Poſſeſt my gloomy ſoul ; 

And brooding o'er, with mortal ſting, 
Infernal rage inſtill'd, 

And all my veins with burning venom fil'. 
From a ſmall hidden ſpark my paſſion grew 
An all- conſuming fire, 
Fed by unchaſte defire ; 

| Devour'd my pray'rs, devour'd my time, 
The loves and wiſhes of my youthful prime ; 
Devour'd my peace, my piety, 


Good thoughts, and fair reſerves, and virgin decency ; 


And laſt devour'd my father too. 


With ſome accurſed ſpell, | 

Or blandiſhments of hell, 

The front of guilt, that long my ſoul appall'd, 
An evil woman ſmooth'd ; 
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i | Prieſteſs of infernal rite, 7 
O'er- ruling influence of that horrid night ;— 2 
i : Recoiling ſenſe the pois'nous opiate ſooth'd,— 1 
ih My balf-reluRant hand ſhe ſeiz'd ; A 
| * Rehorle, remorſe had interpos'd, Q 
þ | But interpos'd in vain ;—- A 
ik Her guilty voice the minion miſchiefs rais'd, O 
if þ And pleaſure's vile illuſions round ſhe call'd ;— A 
; 4 Then fierce deſires, a murky train, In 
; On faint remorſe the doors of mem'ry clos'd. — Sl 
1 My trembling ſteps ſhe led Ar 
[il To that accurſed bed ; | Et 
Þ , Then—wretched infant, curſt e'er born, W 
3 In gaining life loſt and forlorn, De 
What deſert land—what ſavage cave, oh 

While I in madneſs. writhe and agonizing rave, "Ti 

Shall hear thy firſt poor feeble cries ? * All 

Shall give to hated light thy more deteſted eyes ? Ane 


By what name ſhalt thou be ſtil'd ?— 
Art thou brother, —art thou child? 
I feel thee here with wild affright, — 
The monſter ſoon ſhall ſee the light,— 
What ſtygian pow'r thy fate commands? 
What impious deeds await thy little hands ? 


Thy mother's doom no more ſhall ſeem the worſt, 


When thou ſhalt rife, more guilty and more curſt. 
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The monſtrous legends, fabled crimes, 
- The ſtory'd pangs of other times 


Shall live in thee. — ſiſter fiends, that wait, 


At Pluto's triple gate, 

Quench their flaming brands, i in blood, 

And, with the baneful wood, 

O'er the portal of his halls, 

Along the flame-encinQur'd walls, 

In characters of woe deſcribe thy fate. 
She ceas' d. From heav'n the lightning came, 
And wrapt her round, in ſheets of flame. 
Etherial miſchief, ſacred fire, 

Weapon of th' almighty's ire, 

Devours the vitals ; ſcorches thro? the veins; 
| The ſolid melts ; the fluid drains. — 
'Tis done 
All human form is gone. 

And Myrrha lies, a ſpectacle of wrath. 


tis done—— 
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Hair fairy ſcenes, hail haunted ground, 
Where elves and genii ſport around, 
And hear the ruſhing water's fall, 

Or Echo to their revels call. 


Oſt will I to the haunts repair, 
Where wild flow'rs ſcent the balmy air; 


Where oaks adorn the ſhaggy brow 


And torrents murmur hoarſe below, 


Now white with foam, and burſting loud, 


Now daſh'd to many a miſty cloud: 


Or where the glaſſy ſurface ſleeps, 


That blackens with o'er-hanging ſteeps ; 
And many a tree that downward bends, 
And from the parent rock impends, 
Appears to woo, with eager arms, 


The river's coy diſdainful charms. 
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The hills their waving line unfold, 
| Retiring ſoft and ſwelling bold, 
In many a ſhape, fantaſtic riſe, / 


And melt in azure to the ſkies. — 
Here Phœbus, with a lover's heat, 
Aſſails the naiads coy retreat, 

Between the mountains ſlopes his beam, 
And plays in gold along the ſtream; 
His vagrant light bewilder'd roves, 
Or ſleeps enſnar'd among the groves. 


"Twas here, perhaps, ſome chieftain bold, 
Some mighty man, in years of old, 
Profaning friendſhip's hallow'd name, 

When England's ſons inſidious came, 
Beneath the freeborn oaks defy'd, 
The fierce invader's tyrant pride, 
And heard, in every breeze, from far 
The ſhrieks of woe, the ſhouts of war, 
And ſaw from far the ſignal fire, 
On many a mountains top afpire— 
Around the chief, a hardy band, 
Of fearleſs heart, and puiſſant hand, 
When pealing on the watch of night, 
Loud came the roar of diſtant fight, 
Have ſternly claſh'd the ſpear and ſhield, 
And fiercely claim'd the promis'd field ; 
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Then ruſh'd, a headlong torrent, down 
To ſpoil the vallies once their own.— 
Returning red with engliſh blood, 


Beneath theſe ſhades, perhaps, they ſtood ;z 


Spread the rude feaſt, and ſhar'd the prey, 


And heard the minſtrel's ſolemn lay, 


Recount the prodigal of breath, 
The martial pride, th' illuſtrious death. 


For here, in old hero times, 
The minſtrel wak'd his lofty rhymes ; 
He tun'd the harp, he bade them flow, 


| Attemper'd to the ſtream below.— 


When England would a land enthrall,* 
She doom'd the muſes ſons to fall; 

Leſt virtue's hand ſhould ſtring the lyre, 
And feed with ſong the patriot fire. 

Lo, Cambria's bards her fury feel ; 

See, Erin mourns the bloody ſteel. 

To ſuch a ſcene, to ſuch a ſhade, | 
Condemn'd, proſcrib'd, the poet ſtray d. | 
he warrior rais'd his buckler high, 

To ſhade the fon of harmony; 


* Spenſer, in his eſſay on the ſtate of Ireland, among other meaſures 
for reducing this country to perfect ſubjection, propoſes to extirpate 
the race of minſtrels.— And Edward when he withed to complete the 
conqueſt of Wales, put the bards to death, Poets in all ages have been 


friends of liberty, 
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And while he ſung with ſkill profound, 
A grove of launces briſtled round, 


Oh ill, methinks, theſe wilds retain, 
The tokens of th? heroic train. 
On ev'ry rock below, above, 
Engrav'd I read the patriot love 
And hear in ev'ry waving tree 
A voice that whiſpers—liberty. 
I read in ev'ry plant and flow'r, 
« Tis baſe to own a tyrant pow'r,” — 
The ſtream that loudly roaring flows, 
And o'er the rocks impetuous goes, 
Would ſeem to chide, in fancy's car, 
The ſelfiſh aim, th? enervate fear. 


A grateful horror dwells around, 
The pow'rs are near—that awful ſound !— 
And now, the myſtic forms | ſee; - 
The genius of each ſacred tree. 

And you, ye ſofter tribes below, 
That teach the burſting ſtream to flow, 
I ſee you ſhoot athwart the glade, 


Where moon-light breaks the chequer'd ſhade. 


Sweet rural pow'rs, be ever near; 
With awful murmurs ſoorh mine ear. 
So, ne'er may gothic art invade, 
So, av'rice ne'er profane the ſhade; 
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But taſte preſerve each ſacred oak, 
Unconſcious of the woodman's ftroke. 
And Flora ſo perfume the plain, 

And bring her ſweet tho? lowly train; 
Not thoſe array'd in gaudy dies, 

That proudly court the gazer's eyes 
Not thoſe that ſtately gardens love, 

But humbler children of the grove, 
Sweet as the maid that ſways my heart, 
With baſhful charms that know not art, 


Retirement mild, and graceful fear, 


* The modeſt bluſh, the dewy tear. 


Sweet pow'rs, when thro? thoſe haunts I ſteal, 


Your inſpiration let me feel ; 

And ſee the ſacred forms of ſong, 

Or ſtately march, or glance along ; 
'The frowning warrior's awful fprite, 
With ſword and mail of beamy light ; 
The regal pomp, the knightly train, 
The marſhal'd hall, the liſted plain; 
The virgin that untimely dy'd, 

In vernal beauty's roſeate pride; 


The youths that mourn'd her tomb around, 


Whoſe faithful tears bedew'd the ground. 
Oft let me parly with the ſhades, 
That haunt by night theſe ſolemn glades. 
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And let ideal bards be near, 
And airy harpings thrill mine ear, 
Now burſting loud now ſinking lo w- 
As the varying breezes blow. 


And may I oft a note retain, 
And pour it thro' my penſive ſtrain. 


Sweet ſcenes by nature ſure deſign'd, >, 
A harbour for the penſive mind. — 
Another Sorgue®—a new Valcluſe, 

And here ſhall other Petrarchs muſe ; 
Renounce the world, their friends forego. 
And baniſh joy, and cheriſh woe; 

Exalt the bold ambitious mind, 
To love the firſt of humankind, 
And early clos'd in virgin urn, 
Remember long and ſadly mourn. — 
Oh boding mule, avert thine eyes, 
For that way that way madneſs lies. — 
Oh never may I know the pain, 
Oh never pour ſo ſad a ſtrain. © 


+ Sorgue a river running by Avignon in Provence, where Laura de 
Noves the miſtreſs of Petrarch was born. | 


ODE Tro SINCERITY. 


ARISE, in majeſty confeſt, 

Sincerity, thou ſacred day-ſpring of the breaft 
Thane eye the felon paſſions fear, 

The mental monſters diſappear ; 

Like prowling tribes, from Phoebus? ken, 
With light unwonted ſtruck and aw'd, 

That hide, within the murky den; 

Baſe fear, hypocriſy and fraud, 

Deceit, like the hyæna fell, 

And calumny, with ceaſeleſs yell, 

And low- born craft, and ſelfiſh art, 

Shrink to the inmoſt windings of the hollow heart. 


> 


The clouds diſperſe—the vapours fly 
Wide o'er th' untroubled plain of blue tranſlucent ſky, 
Effulgence mild, ſerenely bright, 

A flood of glory waves its light; 
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Celeſtial ſymphonies reſound, 


My heart expands my ſoul is air—— 
A ſpirit lifts me from the ground, 
J hail the form divinely fair; 


th' elated ſoul 
Exulting owns thy proud control ;— _ 


Yes—— Thou art here 


She comes——in majeſty confeſt, 


Sincerity, the ſacred day-ſpring of the breaſt. 


Auſpicious to the race of man, 
The fates ordain'd thy birth ere eldeſt time began ; 
And bade the ſons of earth, in thee, 
Bear the rich ſtamp of deity ; 
When innocence diſplay'd her charms, 
The virgin bluſh of orient dye, 
And courage woo'd her to his arms, 
The chief of haughty heav'n-ward eye; 
Within the temple of the mind, 
The god of light their wiſhes join'd, 
And ev'ry virtue hail'd the morn, 
When thou, their eldeſt hope, ſincerity, wert born. 


From crowds and courts thy parents fled ; 

| They nurſt thee in the low {ſequeſter'd peaſant's ſhed A 
For paſhons vile, with fury fir'd, 

Againſt thy tender youth confpir'd ; | 

The trackleſs wild and ſhaggy glen, 

Where hunters rang'd and lions roar'd; 
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The caves and huts of ſavage men, 
Thine infant footſteps firſt explor'd, 
Till lur'd by freedom's awful ftrains, 
Thy light adorn'd the grecian plains; 
Then mighty Rome ador'd thy charms, 
And fed thy veſtal flame, amidſt the din of arms. 


Thy ſiſters, truth and liberty, 
And gen'rous acts and aims thy beauteous offering b be ; 
Chaſte guardian of the ſacred cells! 
Where each delighted virtue dwells, 
The fainted band thine influence boaſts ; 
By kindred intuition ſhown, 
From breaſt to breaſt of heav'nly hoſts, 
Thro? thee ſeraphic thoughts are known; 
The prophet's lip divinely bold, 
Thro' thee was touch'd with fire of old, 
When, zealous for th' almighty's law, 
He ſmote the ſcepter'd wretch with ſhame and conſcious awe 


Thy pow'r the 1 boſom prov d, 
By popular acclaim, or tyrant frowns, unmov'd; 
And, taught by thee, the fervent tongue 
Checks the bold ſtrides of giant wrong; 
Erewhile, in academic ſhade, | | 
Thou led'ſt th' ingenuous ſteps of youth ; 
And, taught by thee, the porch ſurvey'd 
The radiance of thy ſiſter truth; 
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Thou with the juſt athenian * dwelt ; 
Thy mighty charms the Catos felt ; 
Inſpir'd by thee, by thee ſuſtain'd, 
The rage of punic foes proud Regulus diſdain'd. 


But friendſhip, chief, is all thine own,. 
She droops, ſhe languiſhes, ſhe dies, when thou art b 
Her ſoul thou art, her genial heat, 
Informing nerve, and vital beat; 
Thine is the gen'rous ecſtacy, 
Suffuſire, mantling o'er the face, 
"The expanſive heart, the kindling eye, 
The ſtraining of a dear embrace ; 
She flies from art, ſhe ſcorns diſguiſe, 
But moſt from fraud, and falſehood flies; 
Thou too muſt nurſe the little loves, . 
And tend their roſeate bow'rs, their ſprings, and myrtle groves. 


And what is Hymen' wanting thee ? 
The fiend of dire deſpair and cruel ſorcery, 
Evok d by prieſts with mutter'd ſpell ; 
From murky pits of deepeſt hell; 

His ſway becomes a tyrant's reign, 
| Unleſs thou mak'ſt his altar bright, 
His ſilken band a galling chain, 
Unleſs thou lend'ſt his torch thy light ; 


* Ariſtides. 
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His altar elſe will ſoon exhale, : 
A lurid ſmoak, a pois'nous gale ; 
His torch a ſtygian brand become, 
To guide the mourner's foot, and ſhow th' untimely tomb. 


Chaſte nymph, may ne'er brutality, 
Or ſpleen, or rancour baſe, or ſavage cruelty, 
Aſſume thy form, thy name profane, 
To give the feeling boſom pain; 
May woman's ſoft and pliant ſoul 
Thy pure refining cares employ, 
| Left faſhion, with her vile control, 
The native innocence deſtroy, - 
By monitors unworthy taught 
To hide th' exalted glowing * 
Or education's ſordid toil 
With craft, and mean diſguiſe the virgin boſom ſoil. 


Where mazy paths of life divide, 
Thy pure and ſteady light, ſhall be my faithful guide; 
Full oft deceiy'd, believing ſtill, 
Diſtruſt ſhall ne'er my boſom ſill; 
No—t!l I fink in endleſs ſleep, 
Thy worted influence thou ſhalt hold ; 
My tongue thine ha!low'd law ſhall keep, 
Not rudely firm, nor harſhly bold; 
Come, fill my ſoul, inform my hear 


Preſerve me pure from ſordid art, 


TCD . Wy 
5 hy 3 8 VS 5 pl 5 
8 1 Ws 8 ERIN 


N iN. 


— 


I 0 5 82 5 8 5 


5 39 
Vnbrib'd by wealth, by pow'r unaw'd, 
To flatt'ry's menial taſk, or baſe degen rate fraud. 


Chaſte pow'r ! if, ſtill, with hallow'd awe, 
From earlieſt youth, my tongue hath by thy law, 
Unbiaſs'd from the ſteady plan, 
By fortune's frown, or ſpite of man, 
Thy ſacred guerdon let me find, 

Some kindred ſoul, reſponſive heart ; 
His eye ſhall read mine inmoſt mind, 
I'll make him of myſelf a part; 

But never let me prove the ſting, 
That in the wounded ſoul doth ſpring, 
When poor credulity muſt mourn, 
In ſad funereal weed, round parted friendſhip's urn, 


One dearer bleſſing, yet, be mine, 
And life's aſpiring aims, and pageants I reſign; 
Give me ſome faithful female breaſt, 
And let my weary ſoul have reft ; 
Too long, too long, with many a wound, 
My heart hath bled where moſt it lov'd, 
When ſeeking thee, deceit I found; 
And hop'd for truth, and falſehood proy'd ; 
Give me, if ſuch a maid there be, | 
A maid inform'd by truth and thee, 
Untainted, in this cruel age, 


With fatal thirſt of gold, and diſſipation's rage. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


ALMOST all writers are liable to the miſtake, of ſuppoſing, that 
what is perfectly familiar and intelligible to themſelves, mult be equally 
plain to their readers; and this is an abundant ſource of obſcurity. I 
mult confeſs I was under the influence of this error, when I firſt pub- 
liſhed the Ode to the Moon, and conſequently was not a little ſurpriſed, - 
to find it arraigned for obſcurity and want of connection. I had like 
Gray, on a ſimilar -occaſion#* paid my readers the compliment, of ſup- 
poling them ſo well informed and intelligent, as to render gotes expla- 
natory needleſs. But I found myſelf miſtaken; at leaſt the Reviewers, 
who, by the by, are not always very good or very fair judges of pocti- 
cal merit, were pleaſed to remark that in tracing the errors of the moon, 
I myſelf had wandered ont of the regions of common ſenſe, It may not 
be amils, therefore, to appriſe the reader, that my object in the fol- 
lowing poem was to collect in one view, the moſt remarkable proper- 
ties of the moon, her beauty and ſplendor, her utility, her power of 
producing the flux and reflux of the fea, the imaginary qualities at- 
tributed to her by ancient mythology and fable—-the influence, 
which the is now ſuppoſed to poſſeſs over the vegetable and animal ſyſ- 
tem, and above all, her powerful eſſects on the human mind.—Such 
was the ſcope of this poem; the nature of lyricel compoſition would 
not admit that | ſhould detail this plan, or purſue it with the fulneſs and 
preciſion of didactic poetry ; but if the indulgent reader will take the 
trouble of carrying in his mind this ſketch of the writer's deſign ; I flat. 
ter myſelf, he will find the Ode to the Moon neither wholly obſcure, 
nor devoid of method and connection. 


# See Grays advertiſement to the progreſs of poetry, à pindaric ode. 
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ARGUMENT. 


THE moor. invoked, from the bowers, where, accor.ing to the old 
mythological poets, ſhe is ſuppoſed to keep Endymion entranced.—In 
what imperial majeſty the full moon appears, ſurrounded by the ſtars 
and planets, while ſhe and they, according to the platonic notion, roll 
on, in their reſpective. courſes, to the mulic of the ſpheres. —The ap- 
pearances produced, by the moon's gravitation to the earth, as her pri- 
mary planet, and to the ſun, as centre of the ſolar ſyſtem The effect 
of theſe two different gravitations, ſometimes conſpiring, ſometimes op- 
poied to each other, compounded with the progreſſive motion of the 
moon, along with the earth in the terreſtrial or bit round the ſun to 
confound the form of the lunar orb, and render the motion of the moon 
\metimes direct, and ſometimes retrograde. he progreſs of the moon 
thro” the clouds and meteors of heaven, in her nocturnal courſe.— Sup- 
poſe 1 power of the moon in ſhedding miſts and vapours, and commu- 
nicating certain powers, whether noxious or ſalutary, to plants and 
herbs ; andalſo of diffuſing certain vapours or exhalations that have a 
powerful eſſect on the human frame. Beauty and utility of the moon's 
light---the beaſts of prey and midnight ſpoilers avoid it.---Effe of gra- 
vitation towards the moon in producing tides. Eſſect of the moon, in 
changing the weight of the air, that prefles on the ſurface of the hu- 


man body, and thereby diſordering the brain. Deſeription of madneſy-- 


Of a mad-houſt— An amiable young woman deprived of reaſon.— Per- 
ſons of genius and ſtrong imagination more liable to madneſs.—-Mad- 
neſs, in ſuch perſons, a more melancholy ſpeQacle from a recollection 
of the ſad reverſe.— Ihe author DN NE: from himſelf, that greateſt 
of all calamities, loſs of rca tun. 3 
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CHANGEFUL orb, myſterious powr, 
Look from the meridian tow'r, ys 
Where, with thy lov'd Endimion biding, 
Morpfeus Keeps | 
The fount of dewy ſleeps, . 
The boy's ſoft eyes in downy trances hiding, 
And wreaths around his head = 
No common flow'rs, that bright and gay | 
Court Aurora's wanton ray, 

Or bold and obyious o'er the ſield 
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To ragrant gales their flaunting boſoms yield; 
But flow rs, a ſacred birth, that chaſtly e, 
Drink the moiſture of the gloom, 


And in the morn, expire, within their virgin bed; 
Or bands of vapour light | 
As goſſamer, and white 

As drifted ſnow, 

And Jucid as the dawn, 

Or gaily-tinctur'd fillets drawn 

From heav'n's aſſuring bow. 


Changeful orb, the ſong inſpire, 
Deſcant bold, unwonted ſire; 
Let the numbers range, like thee, 
In harmoniz'd variety; | 
Let me feel thy potent ſpell, 
Let thy magic influence dwell 
On my brain, 
And vibrate thoughts, and kindle words, 
And teach the full-reſounding chords, 
To ſpeak the wonders of thy proud domain. 


When ſeated, like a youthful queen, 
By meaner beauties circled round, 
Midſt heav'nly choirs in ſtate majeſtic ſeen, 
Thou conſt with light imperial crown'd, 
The ſpirits, that with guiding hand 


| Planets roll, and ſtars command, 
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Pour the choral warblings wide, 

Bid the deep melodious tide 

From orb to orbꝰ, from ſphere to ſphere, 
The floating waves of muſic bear; 
The liquid notes thro” ſpace unbounded thrill, 
And ſun and earth and ftars the diapaſon fill. 


* The planets, including the ſun and moon, are ſeven in number; 
an obſervation which inſtantly reminded the ancient philoſophers, of 
the heptachord or ſeven ſtringed lyre. This lyre compriſed two te- 
trachords, united by one common ſound, which in the diatonic genus, 
give the following ſeries of tones: fi, ut, re, mi, fa, fol, la. Suppo e 
the Moon repreſented by ft, Mercury will then be repreſented by ut, 
Venus by re, the Sun by mi, Mars by fa, Jupicer by fol, and Saturn by 

la; thus, the diſtance of the Moon ft to Mercury ut, will be a ſemitone; 

that of Mercury ut to Venus re, will be a tone; that is to ſay, the diſ- 
tance from Venus to Mercury will be double that of Mercury to the 
Moon. Such was the firſt celeſtial lyre. 


Two ſtrings were afterwards added, to deſignate the interval be- 
tween the Earth and the Moon, and the diſtance from Saturn to the 
fixed ſtars, The two tetrachords, compriſed in this new lyre, were 
ſometimes ſuppoſed disjunct, and ſtrung according to the chromatic genus, 
which gives proportions between the ſeries of ton:s, different from 
thaſe of the diatonic. Here is an example of this new lyre. 


F/RST TETRACHORD, 


From the Farth to the Moon — - 2 tone. 

From the Moon to Mercury | a half tone. | 

From Mercury to Venus - = a half tone, p 

From Venus to the San ' : pn a tone and half, : 
> 


SECOND TETRACHORD-: 


From the Sun to Mars - - a tone. | | 4 
From Mars to Jupiter 3 a half tone. | j 
From Jupiter to Saturn - 2 half tone. | 4 


From Saturn to the fixed ſtzrs 5 a tone and half. g 


1 3 
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From the golden fount of morn, 1 

Riſing with repleniſh'd horn | | The 

To pour the floods of undulating light, | Wit 
O'er the level plains of night; I, py Tha 
Thou doſt, with divided care, Hal: 
Thrid the mazy path in air = 
And now, thy ſiſter earth with fond affection tend, Thy 
Now, to the ſun with humble rev'rence bend, | E- 
And oft return, with kind delay, | | Clar 

And often ſeek, as lovers uſe, „ And 
Some amorous excuſe, | | | 13 
Near the kindred orb to ſtay. Off 
| ; | ; Heaj 

As this ſcale gives ſeven notes inſtead of ſix, which complete the | Li 
octave, the interval from Saturn to the fixed ſtars, and that from Venus | | igh 
to the ſun, is ſometimes diminiſhed, by a tone, in order to obtain the Diſp 
moſt peil fect of conſonances. Other variations have been introduced Or ſ. 
into the ſcale, by placing the ſun below, inſtead of above, Ve us and i : 

Mercury. : : Bath 

5 | | And 

To apply theſe proportions to the diſtances of the heavenly hodies, 
each tone is ſuppoſed to be equivalent to 126,000 ſtadia, 4962 leagues, O 
and aſſuming this for an element, there was no difficulty, in mea/ur- | 

| ing the diſtance between the earth and the ſtarry heavens. This ſpace _ At fu 
increaſes or diminiſhes as the proportion is more or leſs attached to cer- | She 1 

| tain harmonical proportions, in the preceding ſcale, the diſtance of the * | Fe, 
| ſtars from the ſan, and that of the ſun from the earth, are in the ratio cart 
i of a fifth or of three tones and an half. | With 
TO 3 Had 

Such was the chimerical ſyſtem adopted by the lively imagination of | 
| the early philoſophers of Greece; reſpecti ig the harmony of the celeſ- But | 
[ tial bodies. The foregoing account is extracted from the travels of | The ; 


- Anachariis, vol. z, page 184. of the engliſh tranſlation. 
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Hark ! thy pied courſers beat 
The ſtarry- pav'd retreat, 
With ſounding hoof, and roll'd thro' many a cloud 
That the filver axles ſhroud, 
Half reveal'd, 
Half conceal'd, 
Thy glitt'ring chariot moves from far ; 
While, beneath, in frolic maze, | 
Glancing quick the meteor plays, 
And elemental ſquadrons ruſh to war. 
It moves, it daſhes round the treaſures 
Of future miſt, and hail, and ſtorm, and rain 
Heap'd along th' etherial plain. 
_ Lightly o'er the ſky 
Diſperſt they fly, | 
Or ſeeking earth in gentleſt ſhow'rs, 
Bathe, but bruiſe not vernal flow? ys. 


And feed Pomona's hope, and ſhepherd's luſty niedere 


On, in thy path thou meet*ſt the wain of night 
At, firſt, with wild affright, ; 

She ſtays her duſky team, 

Fearful, leſt the god of day, 

With rude uſurping beam, 

Had ruft'd, to ſeize her old legitimate ſway ; 

But ſoon diſcerns, in thee, | 

Th' aſſociate of her reign, 

O'er iir illimitable waſte domain; 
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And now, from terror free, 
In gratulation bland, | 
Her dewy gifts ſhe pours, with bounteous hand. 
Diſtill d from baneful flowrs, 
The tribute falls in chilly ſhow'rs, 
From ſteaming mine, or putrid fen, 
From noiſome cells of dying men, | 
The city's crowd, the reeking forge, 
The cavern'd vent, where inward flames dilgorge, 
Empoiſon'd elements ariſe, 
Night, along th' expanſive ſkies, 
In urns of lead collects them all, 
Concentred bane, on earth to fall; 
The cold ſolanum, deadly yew 
Circled round with vapours blue, 
And ev'ry plant that Colchos knew, 
The copious ſeeds of evil drain 
By thee ſublim'd fach verdant vein 
Labours with juice malign and dark, 
That taints the vital flood, and kills the genial ſpark. 


Many a ſubtile ſprite | 
Floats in thy magic light, 
Sailing wanton here and there, 
| Touching wide at ev'ry ſphere ; 
And, as the bee, with chemic pow'r, 


Some virtue draws from ev'ry flow'r, 
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Each, in his voyage thro? the deeps on high, 
From ev'ry lucid orb that rolls along the ſky, 
Myſterious charms, and ſtellar things 
Of high pervading influence brings, 
Then ſtoops for good or ill to men, 
And thro? their pores 
Inſtills the wonder-working ſtores ; 
They nimbly courſe, they throb, they beat, 
Thro? ev'ry vital ſeat ; 
Swifter than glancing thought, | 
Some ſtrange effect is wrought, 
That calculation ſhames, and ſtudy's vauntive ken. 


When thou wouldſt thy poiſons blend, 
And on earth infection ſend, 

By the halo round 
In a magic circle bound, 
Thy beams retire ; 
And, mix'd and temper'd there | 
With exhalations breath'd from Saturn's ſphere, 
Contagious blaſt and livid death tranſpire. 


But now, on milder purpoſe bent, 
Thou bid'ſt the noxious damps recede, 
And forth thy gracious meſſengers are ſent, 
With filver light to clothe the mead ; 
Along the dewy preen, 

Where fairy prints are ſeen, 


8 2 4 
Along the mountain's hoary fide, 4 
Along the ſtreams that ſmoothly glide, : 
O'er the hamlet, o'er the lea, 2 
Ober the gently-ſwelling ſea, - 
Where they tremble, where they play, 
O'er the ſpire and caſtle grey, F 
The waving trees, the ſullen waſte, v 
Thy beams, a gorgeous robe, their floating tiſſue caſt. A 
| | T 
To thee the ſcreech-owl cries, T 
The wolf to thee, and all the tribes of prey T 
That ſhun the honeſt day, * 
And ſhrink from human cyes. | 1 
They call thee not to gild the midnight hour; = — 
They deprecate thy pow'r ; | Ap 
They call thee, with a duſky cloud, | Of 
Thy beauteous face to ſhroud ; | 
Till the nightly ſpoil is won, ] 
Till the feaſt of blood is done, 5 Giz 
'Till the hand of ſleep is ſpread Th 
The 


O'er the eye- ball glaring red, | 
And deep within his den the glutted ſavage lies. : Of 


Nor beaſts alone that prowl for food, Sho 

More ſavage men thine influence feel : 

Thy virgin preſence davnts * ] 

The robber, in his haunts ; 2 
of ti 


Th' aſſaſſin ſtays th' uplifted ſteel, 
And, whea he ſees the victim nigh, 
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And when the ponyard thirſts for _ 
Smote by thy ſacred eye, 
He feels an icy dart 
'Transfix his coward —_ 
And flies. 
At thine awful call, 
From their wat'ry hall, 
Where pillar'd waves ſuſtain the dome, 
And fretted vaults of ſculptur'd foam ; 
The riſing tritons pipe around, 
Their ſiſter nereids at the ſound advance, 
They join in myſtic dance, | 
And roll the treaſures of the vaſt profound, Fn 
An off ring due to thee, | . 
Whate'er thine influence be, 


Apparent queen, 
Of ſpells, and myſtic works, and witchery unſeen, 
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Ha !—it flaſhes on my brain— 
Give me give ſome horrid ſtrain, — 
Th' “ incumbent air confeſſes 
The baneful freight 
Of lunar beams, 

Shot forth in viewleſs ſtreams ; 


* Dr. Mead in his treatiſe de imperio ſolis et lunæ, endeavours to ac- 
count for the influence of the moon on the human brain, on the Game 
principle of gravitation, by which Sir Iſaac Newton explains the theory 
of tides. 
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And, with unwonted weight, 
The brain to chaos preſſes. 
Ether falls —it cruſhes 
Thought — the blood with tide unequal ruſhes, 


Hurried, hurried thro? the veins, 


Throbs, and wild tumultuous pains, 


Fiercely thrilling, keenly beating, 


With infernal ardours heating; : 
And now—lubſiding to a Jeaden flow | . 8 


Still and languid, cold and low, S 
The black infected fluids feebly creep, A 
Like thoſe lethean ſtreams, where ghoſts for ever weep, N 
Madneſs, with her moody band, . 
Owns thy pleni-lunar hand ;* | 
Her matted locks in wild amazement Rare 3 
With fiery red her eye- balls glare; N 
Her mouth ſuffas'd with bloody foam, p 3 
In airy voids her glances roam | pb 
Jo ſeek the forms of pain; = 
* And ah! no voids to madneſs—ſhe T 
Peoples them all with dire variety; F. 
Demons circle round her head, 0] 
Harpies tend her thorny bed, | T, 
And lakes of fire expand, and ſeas of blood, * 
And fury paſſions jar, * 
| | | 


* have riſqued the word pleni- lunar after the example of Milton, 
who has the expreſſion © inter-lunar cave,” 
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With wild tempeſtuous war, 


And ſhapeleſs horrors riſe, and ſhades that kill, | 


And ever-varying clouds of nameleſs ill, 

Along the dire harizon brood : 

A thouſand forms of guilt, remorſe and pain, 

All hideous hateful things compoſe her ſullen reign. 
| Stranger to repole, | 

A deadly pale her hollow 3 o*erflows ; 

Smote by the ſummer's ſun and winter's wind, 
The reſtleſs corſe with eager famine pin'd ; 

And now, with rending hand her hair ſhe graſps, 
Now to her naked breaſt the galling chain ſhe claſps. 
Madneſs, I know thee by thy yell, 
Eldeſt born of hell. 


Oft, at midnight hour, 

Madneſs, I've mus'd beſide thy bow'r. 
The walls preclude the human ſight, 
The roof alone receives the light ; 
From the living tomb, 

Thro” the ſilent gloom, 

Faintly darts a ſickly gleam ; 

The nightly taper ſends a beam, 

To mark the chamber of diſmay, 
Where, remov'd from light of day, 
The tortur'd wretch is bound ; 

No parent, friend, or conſort nigh, 
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No ſoothing hand, no pitying eye, 


The clanging whips reſound, 

The horrid keeper's frown is there, 

The ſhrieks of rage, and pain, and fear 

O piteous was that moan ! 

And now, a deeper groan 

Succeeds—the ſtruggle of impriſon'd breath, 


The long drawn note of agonizing death. 


Pauſe, oh! pauſe, thou din of fear; 
Thro' the darkneſs gliding mild, 
Far other ſtrains I hear, 


Sweet as woodland notes and wild; 


Strange melody—they ſink—and now they ſwell ; 


Tales of unconſcious milery they tell ; 
Burſts of fairy muſic flow, mn 
Softly-ſoothing ſounds impart 

Pangs, that harrow up the heart, 


More than ſhrieks of woe, 


More, than conflicting nature's cry, 


When direſt forms of death are nigh ; 
When torments ſearch the quiv'ring vein, 
And weary life.contends with pain ; 
'They tell, how very ſoon, 

In happy being's noon, 

In vernal beauty's roſeate pride, 


When hope with. promiſe warm, 


And pleaſurc's halcyon charm, 


$7 


In ſmiling proſpect, ſhow'd the level tide 3 


A ſultry blight, a livid flame, 
Devouring madneſs came 
And challeng'd for her own the bud of youth, 


And teeming gems of piety and truth, 


And bade her ruthleſs demons rove, 
With hurried ravage, thro? the gentle mind, 
And tear that breaſt, by heav'n aſſign'd, 


The fair unſullied ſhrine of innocent love. 


But frenzy chief, with fierce control, 
Goads, goads the tuneful ſoul ; 


Lo! by her hand, in ſhiver'd fragments hurl'd, 


The ſacred mirror, that expreſt 
The maker's image, full confeſt, 


In faireſt forms of this ſublunar world ; 


The feelings all in outrage borne ; 

The wond'rous net perplex'd and torn, 
Where mem'ry erſt, by genius taught, 
Immortal viſions caught ; 

A viewleſs train, the furies ſpread 


Their mantle o'er the poet's head; 


Fell- painted texture, warping round 


A curtain cloſe, a gloom profound ; 
With horrid ſtrains all holy things they chace, 


And pour th” expanſive veil o'er nature's goodly face, 


No more, the mind, with grateful change, 
'Th' ideal train arrays ; 
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Fancy no more, in ample range, 
With young creation plays; 
One dread unvaried form is nigh, 


And fills, for ever fills the faſcinated eye. 


Oh! dim eclipſe of reaſon's light! 

Diſaſtrous night! 

Without all hope of day! | . 

When o'er the moon terreſtrial ſhades prevail, 

And plunge in blood her viſage pale, 

With pious hand a votive crowd 

Claſh the pealing cymbal loud, 

To free the ſtruggling ray ; 

And ſolemn ftrains, and mutter'd ſpells reſound, 

To chace the ſpirits of the vaſt profound, 

That riſe, with impious pow'r, 

To ſeize her hallow'd bow'r, | | 

And give the realms of night to ſtygian ſhades a prey. 
- But ſay, what ftrain ſhall wiſdom find, 

What ſpell, to free th' eclipſing mind ? 
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That Hebrew minſtrePs hand of yore, 

The troubled ſpirit could reſtore, 

The virtuous numbers flow'd like precious balm, 
And o'er the wounded ſoul diffus'd an holy calm; 


They flow no more. 


O moon ! thy radiant ſtreams I drink, 
Awake to feel, and calm to think, 


39 


I ſee thine orb of ſilver wane, 

J ſee thee fill thy creſcent horn, 

I ſee thee chaſe the ſtarry train, 

Slowly melting into morn, 

Enjoy thy charms, and hail thy ray, 

Free from the terrors of thy ſway : 

But ſhouldſt thou, in thy future path, 

Behold me mark'd by heav'nly wrath, 

A ſpectacle, to ſhow mankind 

The melancholy waſte of ruin'd mind ; 

Should madneſs come, with horrid phantaſms fraught, 
Jo taint the ſource of thought; | | 
And blear illuſions ſenſe invade“, 

And notions vain the mind o'erſhade, 

Soon may thy filken luſtre wave 


O'er my new-made grave. 


In this paſſage, I had in my mind ſome obſervations in Dr. Arnold's 


treatiſe on madneſs, an ingenious work, and well worth the attention 
of the reader. He divides madaeſs into two fſpecics---ideal and no- 


tional—blear illuſion is intended to point out the former ſpecies, the 
latter is deſigned under ae deſcription of notiong vain, 
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IRREGULAR ODE. 


OH thou, that can'ſt to being lend 
It's brighteſt charms, thou ſureſt friend, 
Of poverty and toil ; 
Oh come, in ruſſet ſtole array'd, 
Sweet blooming child of ſtrength and temperance. 
Capricious, lovely maid, . | | 
In meaſures light, thy ſportive Reps advance. 
Round thee call the zephyr band, 
Lead the pleaſures, hand in hand, 
Innocent and gay delight 
Voung ideas, fancies bright. 
The meaneſt things thy ſmile endears, 
Ihe darkeſt ſcene thy preſence cheers. 
While borne around on gladſome wing, 


No 
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Thou bid'ſt the peaſant at his labour fing, 
And force ſubſiſtence from the rugged ſoil ; 
The ſcanty comforts of his humble ſtate 


Afford a brighter fate, 
Than all the pomp that eaſtern thrones diſplay, 


Barbaric gold, and gems, .and proud imperial ſway, 


When health was born, the expanſe of nature ſmil'd ; 
And brighter flow'rets deck'd the ſpangled earth, 

In gratulation, at the birth, i: 

Of that auſpicious child; 

The ſong of birds reſounded thro? the grove, 

And all the living kinds renew'd their leagues of love. 
Nor Mars with hoſtile influence reign'd, 

Nor leaden Saturn had th* aſcendant gain'd ; 

The dog-ſtar ſlept, within his lurid ſphere ; 

And each aſcendant orb, and every pow'r 

That ſtellar influence ſheds, 

O'er created heads, 

On that auſpicious hour, 

Roſe gentle and benign, 

Of love, and peace, and bleſt fertility the ſign ; 

The ſtar of Venus ſhone with peerleſs ray, 

And poſted to the twins, to meet the god of day. 


When bleſſed, bleſſed health was born, 
Nor blighting wind, nor taking air, 
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Nor gloomy cloud, nor torrid glare 

Deform'd the goodly morn; ; 

Nor whirlwind plough'd the ſalt profound, 

Nor earth-quakes heav'd the trembling ground, 
Nor comet roll'd his dire portentous train, 

Nor wav'd his horrid hair, to ſhake from far, 
Fell harbinger of human pain, 

Famine and peſtilence and war; 

The foſt'ring ſource of light and life was ſeen, 
All temp'rate and ſerene, => 
To hold his glorious march, 

And ſweep his path oblique, along th* ecliptic arch. 


The dryads brown and oread maids 
Nurſt thee, midſt their hills and ſhades. 
The naiads bore thee to their coldeſt ſprings, 
To Dirce's fountain, Peneus chill, 

And Aganippe's limpid rill. 

Full many a rural ſound 

| Lull'd thee to ſleep, 

The low of oxen, and the bleat of ſheep, 

Or voice of tender kid from airy ſteep z 

And ſhepherd's pipe with artleſs note, 
Reſponſive to the linnet's throat, 

Borne on the breeze, and undulating round. 
Then wert thou cradled on the zephyr's wing, 
With ſofteſt down o'erfpread ; 
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The breezes wav'd around thy head, 
And tufts of goſſamer compos'd thy neſt. 
From heath and thyme, and ev*ry herb, that * 
O'er the ſteep mountain's low'ring brows, 
From ev'ry ſilken bell, and flow'ret pale; 
That paints th' enamell'd vale, 
A thouſand balmy ſweets the genii ſtole ; 
Purſued the bees nectareous toil, 
Then wafted round the fragrant ſpoil, 
And winnow'd the bland air, their treafures to diſpenſe. 


Fled, 8 the noiſome damps, and gloom F 
That wrap the populous city round, 
From luxury, that ſinks on beds of down, 
And revel ſwoln and pale, 
And ſiren ſloth's enchanted bow'rs, 
With ſun-burnt reapers, and the woodman brown, 
| I've ſeen thee breaſt th invigorating gale ;— 
And draughts of life with every breeze inhale.— 
Hark, that jolly, jolly ſong. — 
Behold the ruſtic throng ;— 


Crown'd with wheat, and mountain flow'rs, 


With jocund ſteps, they pace the mead, 

And harveſt home in blameleſs triumph lead. — 
I've ſeen thee, health, anticipate the dawn, 
Pacing with footſteps light, the dewy lawn ; 
And heard thee call thy florid train; 

© The hounds uncouple, ſwell the horn, 
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& Beat the covert, rouſe the morn; 
« The ſtag unharbour'd ſeeks the plain — 
Dow the vallies, up the ſteep, 
Let the ſtraining courſer ſweep. 
c Let him daſh thro' coverts dim, 
% 'Thro? the roaring torrent ſwim ; 
« 'To yonder city turn thine eye, 
© Where brooding clouds of dark infedtion lie; 


« Come, trace with me, the meadows fair, 


« And drink is life and joy, with draughts of pureſt airs 


Along the tawny ſands and ſhelves, 
I've heard, with thee, the billow's roar, 
Daſhing on the pebbled ſhare ; 
And ſeen thee ſport, among the dapper elves ; 
Where: e' er the birds of ocean roam, 
That ſhrilly ſcream, and wander wide, 
Light they tread the briny ſoam, 
Light the ſea-born gale beſtride; 
While the tritons, from beneath, 
Fill the conch with vocal breath, 
Piping to th* unwieldy flock, 
Of ſeals and orcs, and monſters of the main, 
That leave the dark receſſes of the rock, 
And roll along the liquid plain ; 
Obedient to the call, they ſeek the land, 
And baſk, profuſely ſtretch'd, on hills of rl ſand. 
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Oft, haſt thou fled, capricious maid, 
The haunt of freedom, and the plains, 
Where patriot ardour glows, 
And ey'ry art and ev'ry ſcience reigns : . 
And oft, thy wayward feet have ſtray'd, 
Where, groaning with the gold of ſouthern Ind, 
| Indignant Tagus flows. — e 
Why doſt thou love to dwell, 
Where clouds of ignorance impervious roll, 
Heap'd, each on each, a leaden atmoſphere ;— 
Cheerleſs and drear ? e 
Thine influence cannot reach th? infected ſoul: 
For ruthleſs tyranny, combine 
With ſuperſtition's fouleſt form, 
From dungeon deep and monkiſh- cell, 
Sends forth the lurid ſtorm, | 
That, ſcatter'd wide, the bloom of genius bears; 
Wild, from the root, the growth of virtue tears, 
And glooms a tenfold night, on man's imbruted mind. 


And why, capricious maid, ; 


When youth and innocence invoke thine aid, 
Why fades thy dimple ſleek, . 
Thy roſeate hue, from the ſoft virgin's cheek ? 
From plain to plain, from ſky to ſky, 

Her weary ſteps thy flight purſue ; 
Her gentle ſighs thy preſence woo ; 
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Still, ſtill relentleſs doſt thou fly; 

And in thy place, a ruthleſs band, 

Diſeaſes keen, extend their iron hand, 

O'er the ſoft manſion of untainted thought, 
With dawning hopes, etherial wiſhes, fraught ; 
And thro? the kind and peaceful breaſt, 5 
While weary pantings ſtay the lab' ring breath, 
With ſome unwonted weight oppreſt, | 
Unutterable anguiſh ſpread. | 

Then ſinks the beauteous head, 

In early doom unmeet, 

Drooping with the damps of death; 

Like a fair lily, pale and ſweet, 

That mourns the north-wind's tyrant pow'r, 

Or on its ſtalk declines, beneath the driving ſhow'r. 


Oh health, how blindly doſt thou rove! 
Thou deareſt gift of hear n, 


Like gold, at random giv'n ; 


Cauſcleſs, alike, thine hate and love. 


Why, from the bounteous hand and noble heart, 
Profaſely doſt thou run, 5 


To pour thy golden boon, all froward as thou art, 


On Epicurus' ſty, and riot's thoughtleſs ſon ? 
Why blaſt the lover's hope, and maiden's truth ; 


Yet, with licentious youth, 


In feats of riot dwell ? 


Where mænades infuriate howl, | 
And, chang'd by that enchanted bowl, 
Circean monſters yell z- 

Why coll, with wild defires 
Unhallow'd thoughts to feed, 

And wake licentious deed, 

In tides of purple fire, 

Throdbing, burſting every vein, 

Till frenzy fire the heated brain? 


Capricious nymph, why doſt thou flee, 
When anxious myriads wait 
'Th' eventful criſis of the public weal, 
And raiſe the ſuppliant hands, and eyes, and voice to thee? 
Ev'n while a ſingle breaſt, 
With patriot cares poſſeſt, 
A ſingle arm, with warlike might endued, 
Devoted to the taſk of public good, 
Suſpended, holds a nation's trembling fate. 
Come, radiant health, from that ſerene abode, 
“ Faſt by the throne of God, 
«© The darling of our wiſhes heal; 
Oh hear a nation's cries, and with our guardian ſtay! 
Far diſtant borne, thou wing'ſt thy way, 
Nor doſt thou leave a Cam ng een, thou art TG 


The family of pain 
Advance, a pale and ghaſtly train, 
Ruthleſs and dread, 
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To blaſt th' exertions of the godlike mind, 
That graſps the expanſive weal of human kind, 


And humble, in the duſt, th' elated thought, 
With wildoar s glorious births and heav'nward projects dalle 


Capricious maid ! 


Then, haply, thou art found, 


Stretch'd on th unwholeſome ground, 

In flumbers ſweet and ſound, 

With the poor toil-worn peaſar laid, 

While rains the ſtraw-crown'd tenement pervade 5 
Or in the damp and chilly cave, 

Where ſparry volumes from the roof 

Fantaſtic wind, | 

Sole ſhelter from the pelting ſtorm, 


When whirlwinds drear the face of things deform, 


And eaſe, and peace, and pity fly aloof, 
With the poor outcaſt wanderer, 
The meagre wretch, by cold and famine pin'd, 


That ſtrays, he knows not where, 


While lightnings glare around and tempeſts rave ! 


Why doſt thou ſteel the ruffian's murd'rous arm, 
And giant frame, to work the mortal harm ? 
Why pour the miſcreants forth, whom rapine feeds, 
Beneath the ſhades of night, to-prowl for bloody deeds ; 
Why, from the north attend the ſwarming cloud, 


Thick, thick as locuſts warping on the wind, 
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A fierce relentleſs brood, 
Athirſt for human blood, 
The brutal hordes with deſpotiſm combin'd ? 
Wide o'er the deſolated plains they crowd, 
They ſweep, with diſſonant and helliſh cry. 
And raze the ſtructure fair of heav'nly liberty. 


Shall ſuch, exulting, own thy precious boon? 
Oh blaſt their impious hope ; | 
The monſtrous rout of God and man accurſt.— 
I ſee th' almighty arm in vengeance bar'd, 
The miniſters of wrath prepar'd ; | 
Infections, heap on heap, ſubdue the noon, 
And tow'r in columns to the ſtarry cope. 
Famine and death, in ceaſeleſs torrents burſt ; 
And withering damps, and ſilent ſlaughter ſpread 
A thouſand forms of death on ev'ry noxious head. 
And blaſphemy reſounds, deſpair, and frenzy reign, 
And deſolation ſtalks along the flooded plain, 
With ſtroke continuous, while the maker's hand, 
Smites, ſmites the rebel band | 
That mar his beauteous work, and ſcorn his high command. 


Oh let me from the ſcene of horror flee ; 
To genial climes and happy iſles, 
Where lovely nature ſmiles, 


Like beauty's queen, emergent from the-deep, 
While oa the level brine the ſun-beams ſleep, 


70 


T haſte thy votary. 

With vine-leaves crown'd and cluſters fair, 
O bleſſed health, thy radiant plumes expand; 
Winnow the buxom air; 

And beckon, o'er th' atlantic main, 
Exhauſted pleaſure's jaded train, 

To where thou tak'ſt thy ſtand, 

High on th' aerial cliff, | 

To mark the tempeſt-beaten ſkiff, 
Or pace, with thee, Madeira's breezy ſtrand. 


Where art thou fled, borne on the blaſt, 
Wide o'er the illimitable waſte ? 
On tropic winds, I ſee thee hurl'd 
Jo greet the genius of the fouthern world. 
Far, in thy flight, thou ſhun'ſt the vales, 
Where Java's poiſon loads the gales, 
In lonely majeſty retir'd, | 
He dwells, where ſea- born gales pervade 
His iſles, with torrid ardours fir'd ; 
And giant plants diffuſe impervious ſhade, 
Where thouſand ſpeckled ſnakes reſort, 
And painted birds of thouſand hues diſport. 
Say, doſt thou ſcale with him th* o'er-arching ſteep, 
Where trees majeſtic ſhade the deep, 
And in the brine their foliage lave, 
Or nod in cadcnce to the wave; 


Or range, where herbs profuſe enrobe 


* ”- 


7 

The verdant ſhore, | 
Or the dark ſhades explore, 

The ſanctuaries dim of Sylvan and of Pan, 
Impervious to the foot of man, 
For leaf, or flow'r, or fruit of healing might, 
To ſcare the ghaſtly forms of wild affright ? 
Or doſt thou, to the ſalutary land, | 
| Invite the way-worn band, 
Whoſe vent'rous keel hath cen round the globe: ? 


The hardy ſailor's heart within him droops, 
And the proud warrior's creſt in dire dejection ſtoops ; 
To thee, with faint and feeble cries, 


They raiſe their hands, they raiſe their 3 eyes; 


Nor raiſe to thee in vain: 

For, from the floating cell, 

Where ſteams mephitic dwell, 

From briny exhalations of the main, 

That ſhoot their ſubtle darts thro? ew ry pore, 
Ev'ry feat of life explore, 

And, mix'd with ev'ry vital flood, 

Arreſt the putrid maſs of ling'ring blood, 
Thou call'ſt th' enfeebled crowd, 

The victims pale of glory or of gold, 

And bid'ſt the gales for them their wings unfold, 
Now, whiſpꝰ'ring ſoft, now ſweeping loud; 


And life, and vigour, from the ground, 
In cryſtal ſtreamlets, guſh around. 
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In bolder tides, from ev'ry part, | 
The blood returns, to man the heart ; 
In ſtronger pulſe, the daring breaſt, 
With high-born energy poſſeſt, 


Smit with ſacred love of home, 


Throbs, again the waves to roam ; 


' Courting dabger, ſcorning toil, 


Th? exulting train the billows ſweep. 
The keel victorious ploughs the deep, | 
And hail, with tears of joy, Britannia's happy ſoil. 


Come, bleſſed pow's, enlarge that infant's ſpan 5 


An harrow'd boſom ſpare, 


And make my child thy care; 

Like ſome pale roſe bud, fading on the tree, 

Nipt by an envious worm, 3 

Or blaſted by the ſtorm, 

Behold him droop.— Tis not for him 1 aſk ; 

Self. love, thou may'ſt not wear affection's maſk ;_ 
Tis for myſelf; for how can I reſign 

The fond anticipation of the praiſe 


Attendant on his riper days, 
When it ſhall be my boaſt to call him mine ? 


Twixt preſent cherubim and future man, 


Hovers his trembling entity; 


Come, with a portion of thy flame, 


To nerve his limbs and actuate his frame; 
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And bid th* expanſive angel, now conſin'd 
Within his little form and mind, 
To weakneſs, varied wants, unvaried pain, 
Put forth his vigour, and the heights obtain, 
Of genius and of worth, that palms eternal gain. 
The hopeful dawn unfolds a ray, X 
Prophetic of the ſhining day ; 
Mature benevolence informs his ſmile, 
And manly meaning lightens from his eye. 
No feature his, to low'r with hate and guile, 
To ſmile in treachery, or look a lie. | 
Oh ſpare my child, that fond parental love 
May ſee what nature bade the darling prove. 
Hope, hope, what art thou? Oh for ever fled, —— 
My beauteous child is dead. | 


* This laſt ſtanza was added after the death of John Emilius Preſton, 


the author's ſon, a hopeful infant,” who died at the age of three years. 
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OLD SAVAGE TO HIS SON: 


' WIIO, IN A WAR WITH A NEIGHBOURING TRIBE, WAS PREPARING 


TO BEAR HIS FEEBLE FATHER ON HIS BACK. 


- 


NO more, my ſon ; thy pious care is vain. 
Bow not thy back, with age's uſeleſs weight. 
I am not worth preſerving : wouldſt thou wiſh me 
To drag about a loathed crazy maſs, 
A vile memento of ſtrength's frailty, 
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Cumb'rous to others, grievous to myſelf, 
And die of old-age, like a dog or chriſtian ? 
Thou wert not form'd, ta bear a weak old man. 
Our god thy limbs with active vigour brac'd, 
To range the foreſt and o'ertake the foe ; 
Sinew'd thine arm, to ſpeed the lance of death, 
Bend the tough bow, and cleave the flying creſt !— 
Thus did thy father, in his day of ſtrength j— _ 
And thou, my ſon, be juſt unto my fame; 
Be brave, and praiſe thy father in thy deeds; 
That diſtant tribes may ſing thy praiſe, and fay, 
« His father ſure was brave, and fed his ſon | 
« With blood of conquer'd foes ;”—and ſo I did; 
Wen, ſtreaming warm, it dy'd thy little lips, . 
And thou didſt, grimly ſmiling, give a promiſe | 
Of manly ſierceneſs.— But if thou be weak, 
His father taught him,” will they ſay, © to lie, 


« $tretch'd in the ſun, and drink the chriſtian's liquor, 
« That makes a man a beaſt!— But, hark, my ſon! 


The foe's at hand, —begone, thy brethren call thee 
Forth, to the ſight of juſtice, tarry not; 
Ruſh to the battle, and preſerve thine infants ; 
That one day they may fight, and deck their belts 
With the uſurping chriſtian's ſcalp, and train 
Their children's children, to the cry of battle! 
But firſt ſtrike here; leave not thine aged father, 
To feel their rage, whoſe kindred he has mangled ; 
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Nor let his tortur'd members feaſt the ſight 


be !— Farewell, 


'Thy lance be ſharp as now, 


19 tri 


Of thoſe that hate him and h 


Thine arm as ſtrong, my ſon, in all thy warfare ! 


Be kind and quick. 
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ARGUMENT. 


OF FA king of Mercia, was a prince, who had ſome great qualities; 
he made many additions to his dominions, by force of arms; and in- 
creaſed them ſtill further, by an act of the moſt horrid treachery and : 
cruelty, towards the end of his reign. Though the kings of the Eaſt- f 
Angles, who had never been powerful, had long been in a ſtate of de- | 
pendence, on the mercian monarchs; yet, they ſtill continued to en- 
Joy the title, and many of the prerogatives of royalty, Ethelbert; who 
at this time, governed that ſmall ſtate, was a young prince of the 
moſt amiable perſon and character, beloved by his ſubjects and eſteemed ' 
by all the world. By the advice of his council, he made propoſals of 
marriage to Elfrida, daughter of Offa, which were favourably re- 
ceived, and he was invited to the court of Mercia, which was then kept 

at Hereford, with all his retinue, to conclude the match, When he ar- 

- rived there, attended by the chief nobility of his kingdom, he was re- 
ceived with every appearance of joy and reſpect. Amidſt the feſtivity 
of the entertainments which took place, on this occaſion, he was baſely 
murdered, by command of Offa : and, tho' Elfrida, who abhorred her 
father's treachery, had time to give warning to the eaſt- anglian nobi- 
lity, who eſcaped into their own country, Offa, having extinguiſhed 
the royal family, ſucceeded in his project of ſubduing that country 
but did not long ſurvive the victim of his ambition. This treacherous 
prince, deſirous of re- eſtabling his character in the world, and perhaps 
of appeaſing the remorſe of his own conſcience, paid great court to the 
clergy, and practiſed all the monkiſh devotions, which were ſo much 
eſteemed in that ignorant and ſuperſtitions age. He gave the tenth 
of his goods to the church; beſtowed rich donations on the cathe- 
dral of Hereford; and even undertook a pilgrimage to Rome, where 
his great power and riches could not fail of procuring him the papal 
abſolution. Such is the outline of this tragedy given by our hiſtorians; 
from which I have only varied in adding the two characters of Sigebert, 

and Juſtus, and ſuppoſing that Ethelbert fled, and was killed in his 
flight by command of Offa; and that Elfrida accompanied him ; for 
the perſonage of Bertha, and her fatal paſſion for Ethelbert, are not 
wholly without hiſtorical foundation, See the firſt volume of Hume's 
England, 
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PERSON OF THE DRAMA. 


ME N, 


Orra, King of Mercia. 

ETuz.nrxr, King of Faſt-Anglia, 

ArDpuLy, Friend to Ethelbert. - | a 
$1G6xzBerkT, Miniſter to Offa, 

ELIA, an Officer in Offa's army. 

JosTvs, a Religious. 

Enna, an Officer in the army of Ethelbert. 

MESSENGER, FI 

PRIESTS, CHORISTERS, GUARDS, and ATTENDANTS, 


— 


Bex Tua, Wife to Offa. 

ELrgiva, Daughter to Offa, . 

Auwina, 1 Virgins attendants on Bertha 
; EDBURGa, and Elfrida, 
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ACT Il $8CENE I 


A ſequeſtered grove. 


FErateLnear, Exraiba, ALwina at a ſmall diffance. 


ETHELBERT 


ALL hail, beloved ſhades, how my ſoul clings 
Round ev'ry plant, chat this deep gloom embrowns. 
Here firſt I breath'd the ſighs of love; and here, 
My ſweet Elfrida, with an angel bluſh, 

And downward eyes, confeſt her ſoft regards 

For happy Ethelbert.—Ye ſtars of night, 

Chaſte moon, and thou bright meſſenger of dawn, 
And thou great orb of day, bear witneſs all ; 
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For ye have ſeen me tread the hallow'd ground 
With pious feet, and heard my pray'rs and yows, 
Bear witneſs to my truth. | ” 
Eff. Yes, Ethelbert, . 
Heav'n and all nature witneſs to thy truth. 
The gales, that whiſper, waft it to mine ears; 
The cheering ſan imprints it on my heart, 
In beams of joy and gladneſs. All I ſee, 
And all I hear, a voice and language take, 
To tell me, thou art true. Yet have 1 mark'd, 
For jealous watchful are the eyes of love, 
Amidſt a thouſand dear and gracious proofs, 
And fond expreſſions of the mutual heart, 
A ſudden gloom, like envious clouds, that riſe | 
To ſteal away the gladneſs of the morn, 
And-ftain- with tears the florid cheek of May. 
Come, let me ſhare thy grief. 
Ethel. My beſt Elfrida, 
Tis difficult, indeed, to hide the ſoul | 
From lore's all-ſceing eye; and truſt me, deareſt, 
Twere foreign to my wiſh, as to my power, 
From thee to veil my thoughts. But wherefore mar 
The preſent good, or wound Elfrida's breaſt, 
With random doubt, or jealous diſcontent, 


Which the next moment may diſperſe ? With thee, 7 


J would be pleaſure all. The gloomy cares 
Are vaniſh'd at thy ſmile. 
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Ey Away, you flatt'rer, 
You love me not, prince Ethelbert, with « care 
Your heart is fick. Your tongue has now confeſt, 
What oft your looks aſſur d me j yet Elfrida 
Is deem'd unworthy. 
Ethel. Hear the truth : thy father— 
Ei. Can Offa, pattern of heroic worth, 
Whoſe realm, whoſe court, whoſe heart are ever open 
To foſter rifing virtue ; and whoſe deeds 
Are ever ſquar d and levell'd, by the rule 
Of truth and honour, can he offer ought, 
To ſtain a royal welcome ? 'Thou art here, 
Choice of his heart and fav'rite of his hopes, 
The deſtin d huſband of his darling child. 
His word is plighted. | 
Ethel. Thou haſt touch'd the wound, 
That rankles in my boſom. True, his word 
Is plighted, as thou ſay'ſt ; yet, why I know not, 
With cruel art he dallies with my love, 
And wrings with hope delay'd my ficken'd foul ; 
Winds up deſire to madneſs, and wears out 
The ſtrings of life. When I would urge my claim, 
His brow is clouded with a ſudden gloom; | 
He ſtarts, and ſighs, and in a tone ſevere— 
Enough, prince Ethelbert, another hour 
« May ſuit this theme ?”—Then calls me to the chace. 
Elf. So fully bleſt, in what the moment yields, 
To ſee thee and be near thee, thine Elfrida 
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Hath ſought no more z nor ſent a wiſh beyond 


The preſent hour, to ſeek for diſcontent, 


In hope's illuſive form. 

Ale. Princeſs, retire. 
L hear the ſteps of men beneath the ſycamores, 
That mix with hazel ſkirt the weſtern path, 
Where royal Offa for the chace is wont 


The chiding hounds uncouple. 


Ei. Break we off. 
At dawn to-morrow, if thy ſteps ſhould tread 
Theſe precincts, we may meet. 
Ethel. My heart goes with thee. 
| | [ Exeunt Princeſs and Alwina. 


Ss Ca NR 


ETHELBERT and ARrDULF. 


* 


Ard. Will you not hunt, my lord? your royal hoſt 
Demands your preſence, and the ſprightly ſteed 
With noſtrils wide ſnuffs the light air, and ſpurns 
The ſounding earth. The bowmen fit the nerve 
To the tough yew, while with an hundred tongues, 
Symphonious cry, the hounds ſalute the morn, 
And echo from the cragyy ſteeps, and woods, 
And lloping lawns, and hollow glades around 


Returns th' enliv'ning challenge. 
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Ethel. Tis in vain, 
& liſtleſs weight on all my ſenſes hangs 
And ſinks my weary ſpirit. 
Ard. Let the chace, 
And feaſt and minſtrelſy, and love's delights, 
Diſpel the gloom. Forget chou art a king 
Reſponſible to myriads, and to heav'n, 
For delegated pow'r; and play the courtier, 
The humble courtier, at a rival's board ; 
To ſhare his pleaſures, and to grace his train. 
Ethel. My worthy Ardulf, venerable friend, 
To whom a more, than filial love is due, 


For cares beyond paternal, thy reproof 


Hath pierc'd my heart; for well I know, that wiſdom 


Zealous for me, and, what is dearer far 

To me than life, my glory, guides thy tongue. 

Thy guardian cares, in orphan feebleneſs, 

My childhood form'd ; thy ſword redeem'd my realm 

From hoſtile inroad ; what in arts or arms 

Or manners I may boaſt, if ought I may, 

Are due to thee. . 
Ard. Oppreſs not with applauſe 

Unmerited thy ſervant. What I did 

Was but a ſubject's duty, and fell ſhort, 

Fell infinitely ſhort, of what I ow'd 

Thy royal fire, who rais'd me from the duſt. 

If thou wilt praiſe me, Jet thy noble acts 

Do juſtice to my precepts; that the world, 
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Applauding thee, may ſay, great Ethelbert 
Perform'd in manhood, what he learn d in . 
From faithful Ardulf. 

Ethel. Think not, good old man, 
Thy leſſons waſted ; well I know the ties, 
That bind me to my people. Well I know, 
I live not for myſelf. 1 pant for fame, | 
And ſeek it only in a nation's welfare. 
Yet, Ardulf, let thy ſoul, howe'er mature 
In years and wiſdom, to the days of youth 
Revert, and ſomewhat ſure thou wilt indulge 
To heat of paſſion, which has ever ſeiz'd „ 
The beſt and nobleſt minds. 

Ard. Alas! my lord, 
Nor danger to the ſtate, ſo long bereft. 
Of royal cares, I mourn, nor for thy fame, 
Though dear as life ; but my preſaging foul 
Sinks, to behold thee thus within the graſp 
Of Mercia's pow'r, whoſe kings, from fire to ſon, 
Are Anglia's ſcourge and terror. 


Ethel. Noble minds 
Will ſhrink abhorrent from the traitor's arts. — 


Would Offa, think'ſt thou, ſtain his royal robes 
With blood of him, who on a monarchs faith 
Bides at his court? Are not our mutual vows 
Of friendſhip plighted ? Have not ſolemn oaths 
Combin'd our kingdoms, long to wars a prey, 


In league of holy peace? And by the bond 
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Of dear connection to ſecure theſe ties, 
Hath he not giv'n to happy Ethelbert 
The daughter of his hopes ? | 

Ard. But why delay, | 
With ſtudied art, your nuptials ? Why TO 
In frivolous delights the laviſh'd hours 
Which Offa well could huſband, were he not, 
Rough as he ſeems, intent, by policy, 
To ſnare thy noble nature, and relax 
With pleaſure's honey'd bane thy youthful mind? 

Ethel. Could Offa be thus treach' ne; 

Ard. Doubt it not; 
Thy potent voice, from Arwan's fertile banks, 
From ſtormy Humber, and the ſea-beat ſhore, 
Might call the hardy bands, and pour them forth, 


| To viſit on the mercian plains the waſte 


That Penda's * fury ſpread. He views thee, prince, 
As ſhepherds view the royal lion's whelp, | 
And in his paws yet ſoft, and infant fangs 
Anticipate the ravage of the fold. | 
Hence, with the nets of beauty, with the cords 
Of ſtrong deſire, the ſilken toils of love. 
He ſeeks to ſnare thy feet, to wrap thee round, 
And drag thee to the pit. 
[Seund of hunters bores is beard ot dee. | 


* Penda was a predeceſſor of Offa on the mercian throne, He was 
perpetually at war with the neighbouring ſta: es, and remarkable for 
his atrocious cruelty. | 
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Enter — and Epöund4. 


Ber. Hear you not, prince, 
How you are ſummon'd? With the merry mo 
Offa reproaches your delay. The ſtag 
Is now unharbour'd, | | Got 

Ethel. At a future hour [Afide to Ardulf. 
We will purſue this theme; for truſt me, Ardulf, 
The dark ſurmiſes of my ſecret thought 
Too well accord, with what thy love has urg'd, 
And prudent caution; were we longer abſent lis Bertha. 
Offa would chide our ſloth, elſe beauteous Bertha, 
I would not fly he. 

Ber. Haſten to the chace ; 


And joy and n go with Ethelbert. 
Exeunt Ethelbert and Ardulf. 


8 MS IV. 


BTA and EDBURGA. 


Ber. The horn awakes the chace, and ne Offa 
Leads forth to ſportive fields the gallant youth 
Whom oft he led to combat. War has ſheath'd 
His cruel ſword ; and now the piercing cries 
Of wretched dames, for ſons or huſbands torn 
From their embrace are huſh'd. The realm is calm, 
And all things in it, ſave the tortur'd breaſt | n 54 
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Of Bertha; there conflicting paſſions wage | 
Eternal warfare, Tell me, my Edburga, 
You ſaw the pageant paſs, what youths with Offa 
Purſue the ſtag? Yet wherefore ſhould I aſk? 
Young Ethelbert is there; when he is preſent 
All other objects fade; all eyes and tongues 
And ſpirits dwell on him, and him alone. 
Thy looks, Edburga, ſpeak a lively feeling, | 
Thy words an apt and pregnant -underftanding z - 
What is thy judgment, ſpeak without diſguiſe, - 
Of princely Ethelbert ! 
 Edb. My gracious miſtreſs, 
It ill beſeems a poor and lowly maiden, =, 
Whoſe thoughts ſhould be all humble as her birth, 
To gaze on high, and with preſumptuous glance 
Appreciate the merit of a king; | 
Yet will I own, ſince you demand my thought, 
Were I a princeſs, or the king of Anglia 
An humble peaſant ſwain, I were moſt happy. 

Ber. Had I been born a peaſant girl, no laws 
Had frown'd ſtern interdi& on love.—Ah wretch, 
And traitreſs to thyſelf !—what guilty thoughts 
My boſom harbours, and my rebel tongue 
Would fain avow—Edburga, wonder not, 
To hear my laviſh praiſe of Ethelbert. 
| Think not 1 love him; heav'n forefend, that love 
Should teach a matron, from her plighted lord 
To wander, ey'n in wiſh. No, Bertha's ſoul 
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90 
Impaſſive to the guſt of vain deſire 


Retains her wedded vous. May quick deltruction 
Gape to devour me, ere I ſtain the faith 


To royal Offa giv'n ; but gratitude— 

Edb. I've heard, that gallant Ethelbert nt prefer 
Your ſacred life. 

Ber. And truly haſt thou heard. — 
One morn ; o ſtill to cruel memory 
That morn is preſent. Offa chac'd the ſtag. 
King Ethelbert was there; I join'd the band. 
At Offa's ſide I rode, and talk'd with Ethelbert ; 
Sweet flow'd his honey'd accents, and diſcourſe 
Beguil'd the moments, ere our ſport began.— 


'Twas where yon river through th' impending woods 


Winds its uncertain way. Thou ſeeſt the tuft 


Of gnarled oaks, that, ſloping from the rock 


Peer into the deep gulph, and overhang 
'The black'ning eddy. £4; 

Edb. There the bank abrupt 
Scems ſhatter'd, by a rude conyulfve ſhock 
Of ſtartling nature. 


Ber. Then, a narrow path 
Skirted the river's verge.—There paſs'd the ſag ; 


The hounds purſued. I preſs'd my foaming fteed, 


Fir'd with a youthful ardour, which perhaps 
My ſex ill. ſuited, to the dang*rons paſs. 
The treach'rous ſoil gave way, and down I ſunk. 


Edb. Alas! for pity—by what ſaving pow'r "FREY 
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Ber. Thrice I emerg'd ; thrice o'er my fated head 
RNoar'd the devouring deep. Then, Ethelbert, 
His danger at the ſight of mine forgotten, plung'd | 
| Into th' abyſs ; the fourth time, as I roſe, 
His left hand ſeiz d my treſſes, with his right 
He ſtem'd the flood, and bore me to the land. 
Oh better I had periſh'd! | 
 Edb, Gracious heav n! 
Who then is happy? Sure, the circling hours 
Waft bleſſings to thee, on their golden plumes, | 
And hover round thy head, with fond delay, 
To pour down treaſur'd joys. The mighty heart 
Of Mercia's king, wiſe, brave, munificent, 
As teeming autumn, beats for thee alone, 
Preventing all thy wiſhes. 
Ber. Yet Edburga, 
There's nota wretch, that crawls this burthen'd earth, 
A ſlave, whoſe tears bedew the land he tills, 
From an harſh lord to gain the bitter morſel, 
That lengthens out his courſe of pain and bondage, 
Would change eſtates with me, could they but read 
The ſecrets of my heart; ſome monſtrous doom, 
Awaits me ſure; would I had ne er been born 
Eab. For heav'ns dear ſake, recall your wand ring thoughts, 
Your eyes are bent on vacancy, a wildneſs, 
A fearful wildneſs, o'er your viſage reigns.— 
Ber. Would I had lain expos'd amidft the wild, 
In helpleſs infancy ; or op the beach : 
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Daſh'd with the toiling ſurge, a mangled corſe. 


Or vultures to their aery, welcome banquet, et 
Borne me to feaſt their young. - 

ab. Reſtrain yourſelf. 
Alas! we are diſcover'd ; haſty ſteps 
Sound o'er that winding path, and now mine eye, 
Through the ſcant op'ning of the beechen grove, 
tis Ethelbert. 

Ber. So ſoon return d !—but I divine the cauſe. — 

The lov'd Eltrida.—Leave me, good Edburga— 
Our royal gueſt may ſeek for private converſe, 


a. iS ol th: bn ind 


Perceives a man approach, 


On points that much import him; and thy preſence 
Were a reſtraint. Thou know'lt the little grotto 
Beſide the bank of violets, and the willows 
That bathe their golden treſſes in the ſtream, 
Where Emma, victim of diſaſtrous love, | 
Plung'd deſp'rate in the flood ; there, wait my coming. 
8 [Zxit, Edburga. 
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ETHELBERT and BERTHA. 


Ber. O guilty love, in form of gratitude, [ aſide 
How haſt thou crept ! I nurſt thee in my boſom, 
Thou ſerpent, pleas'd 10 ſee the ſpiry volumes 
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93 
Of verdant gold, but ſoon thy fatal ſting 
Deftroy'd my peace; thy venom ſill'd my heart. — 
| Erewhile the chace for Ethelbert had charms ; : 
And oft detain'd him, till the ſun, repos'd 
On crimſon beds behind the hills, had warn'd 
To feaft and minſtrelſy.— This day my lord 
Appointed for the field, from early dawn | 
Till veſper bell ſhould call the holy beadmen 
To chaunt their oriſons. | 
Ethel. Along the hills 
That lift their green ſhorn ridges o'er theſe woods, 
Your lord purſues the ſtag, with ſuch an ardour, 
As marks our firſt enjoyments. He is happy, 
Victorious, proſp'rous ; all his wiſhes crown'd 
By heav'n, with laviſh hand. 
Hang all in jeopardy, but ill conforms 


The man, whoſe hopes 


With pleaſure's jocund ſons ; the chace to him 
Is dull and tireſome, and the banquet palls. 
Ber. Had I the pow'r of Providence, at will 
To laviſh bleſſings ; Ethelbert were happy, 
Oh never ſhall my grateful heart forego 
The gallant deed that call'd me back to life. 
*Tis ev'n oppreſſive to my ſoul, that feels 
How poor I am in thanks, how void of means, 
To pay the mighty debt gf gratitude. 
£thel. Thanks were reproaches, lady; I ſhould ſcorn 
My nature, could I look for recompenſe— | 
A voice within this breaſt had bade me venture, 
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94 
Er'n as I did for thee, to fave from death 
The pooreſt peaſant; yet the means are thine 
Would overpay ten thouſand fold. | 

Ber. Oh! ſpeak, 
That eager gratitude may fly to ſerve thee, — 
Like guardian ſpirits would I wait thy call ; 
All eye, all ear, all quick intelligence, 
To ſee, to hear, and execute thy will. 

Ethel. More than my tutelary faint or angel, 
This hour thou couldſt befriend me. 

Ber. Say, what boon 
Can Ethelbert demand, and 1 withhold! ? 

Ethel. A truant to the cares of royalty, 
And all the duties, that my faithful ſubjects 
May juſtly claim; I linger here, the ſlave 
Of am'rous hope and trembling expectation. — 
Why theſe averted looks? eyes bent on carth ? 
Why heaves thy breaſt ? | | 
Ber. Twas but a tranſient pang 
Shot through my boſom. I am often thus 


Ethel. I know thou can't, with ſoftly potent ſway, 


Demanding nought, yet all obtaining, bend 
Stern as it is the mind of royal Offa 

And were thine influence employ'd, at hours 
Of kind compliance, when the expanded heart 
Ev'n to its ſanctuary acceſs yields, 

To urge the claims, that from my realm an alien 


Eave bade me count twice ten revolving moons, 
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A ſojourner with Offa; then Elfrida, 
Already mine, by Mercia's plighted faith, 
WMWWere mine by nuptial rites. No more her ſire, 

Whoſe eyes are ſtill unſatisfied with gazing | 

On her freſh opening beauties, would withhold her 
From my warm prayers. Jets hl 

Ber. He ever will withhold ; | 

And ever ſhall; if Bertha's cries and tears, 

And bended knees have pow'r. Was it for this ?— 
Oh I am mad !—To pander for your love— 

To mediate nuptial leagues, and ſend the daughter 
Of warlike Offa, whoſe victorious name 

Bears terror through this iſle, from wealthy Mercia, | 
The proudeſt of our Saxon ſtates, to ſhare ; 
Within thine humble Angha's narrow bounds, 


And little court, a queen in miniature ? 


Ethel. Heav'ns ! what fin of mine 

Hath rous'd thine hatred ?— 
Ber. Sayſt thou, Ethelbert, 

My hatred ?—Hate thee, — couldſt thou read my heart! 

Oh could its thoughts and feelings with the current ? 

Of vital blood reveal'd and ſenſible 

Before thee flow, this hand ſhould aim the ponyard, 

And warm expreſſion guſh in purple rides ! | 
Ethel. If ever Ethelbert in Bertha's eyes, 

By wiſh, or word, or fond obſervant a&, 

' Hath favour found; if e'er that gentle heart, 
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As ſure it has, confeſt the pow'r of love ; 
Learn from thyſelf to feel for Ethelbert. 


Ber. The pow'r of love !—to feel for Ethelbert 


Feel what ?—Perdition—whither am I driv'n? 


One ſtep and I am hurry'd down the abyſs. 


Feel—feel—I feel too much. —O Ethelbert. 
Farewell, farewell. | | 
Ethel. O fly me not in anger. 
O ſtay and bleſs me. Tell me, that Elfrida, 
The guerdon of my long and faithful love 1 
The wiſh, the promis'd bleſſing of my life, 
Shall yet be mine. 
Per. No ſooner let deſtruction 


Come ſweeping on us all. Elfrida thine! — 


Oh never, never.—Hence ; avoid my fight ; 
Thy looks are poiſon to me. 

Ztbel. 
I ſtand confounded.— I conjure thee, ſpeak. | 
hat means this ſtorm of paſſion ? Why ſhrink back, 
As from ſome hateful and accurſed thing 


1 heav'n! 


T hat threatens life? 

Ber. And wherefore art thou good, 
Wiſe, brave, and gentle? Why art thou adorn'd 
With ev'ry grace, to win the coldeſt heart ? 
Theſe are thy fins. Heavy, * they are. 
They have deſtroy'd my peace. 

- Ethel. Deſtroy'd thy peace ? 
What fatal myſt'ry lurks beneath thy ſpeech ? ? 
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I view thee, with ſuch reverential awe, 
As ſuits a parent's wife. 
Ber. Cold-blooded prince! 
A parent's wife—and reverential awe— 
Can rev'rence ſuit with love ?— A love like mine. 
Ethel. Like thine for whom? Thy N myſterious wo 
Fill me with doubt and wonder. 
Ber. May'ſt thou doubt, 
And wonder ever. May the ſhades of night 
Conceal it. Never may the tell-tale breeze 
Whiſper it in the deſert. From myſelf 
I fain would hide it. But through ſhade and ſilence, 
To me too palpable, it glares, it ſounds 
For ever, ever preſent. In the grave, 
When earth ſhall cover me, with Bertha reſt, 
Thou nameleſs monſter of abortive thought. | 
[ Here, in her agitation, fe drops the picture of Ethel ban from 
her boſom Le takes it up. She fbricks and endeavours to 
wreſt it from him. ] 
Ethel. Ha! what is here ?—My form and Homo 
Find place in Bertha's boſom. 
Ber. Tis betray'd— 
The guilty ſecret. —To diſemble now 
Were unavailing. Hear then, Ethelbert, 
A ſecret, which I thought no pow'r of torture, 
Keen harrowing up my fleſh, had ever taught 
| This tongue to utter, that the heart of Bertha 


More than the light, and air, and hopes of heav's, 
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Loves thee. Thou art its ſpring, its vital heat.— 
On ev'ry pow'r and function of my ſoul 
The waſting flame has prey'd; nine weary moons 
Have view'd my ſhame and ſorrows. 

Ethel. Do IT awake ? 
Can Mercia's queen, the pride of ſaxon dames— 
Sure, ſome illuſive demon mocks my ſenſe, 
With ſounds diſſembled. | | 

Ber. Hear me, king of Anglia ; — 
The bonds are rent, that fetter'd my reſolves, 
Reſerve, and fear, and female decency.— 
Where ſhall the ſpirit ſtay, that once hath dar'd 
An outrage on our ſex's pride, a ſhipwreck 
Of all we dearly prize; a bold avowal 
Of love illicit ?—By thoſe ſcalding tears, 
That flow, like molten lead, and ſcorch me up, 
1 would not hurt thee; but my furious ſoul 
Stung with deſpair, and ſcorn, and ſelf-reproach, 


May commune with the fiends, and call them round, 


To bathe in blood, and lay a ſcene of horror 
'That both our realms ſhall mourn to lateſt time. 


* 


[Excunt. | 
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An Apartment in the Palace of Of. 


BerTHA, alone; 


WRETCH that I am! enſnar'd in paſſion's toil. 
Deſires illicit winding round my heart, 

Up-rear their dragon creſts ; hiſs in mine ears; 
And ſting my ſoul to death. Remorſe and ſhame 
Cling to me, like a veſtment dipt in venom, 
Conſume my fleſh, thrill anguiſh through my frame, 
And taint the vital flood. Ye ſaints of grace, 
Angels of mercy, lend me force to break 

The dire enchantment.—Erhelbert—Elfrida.— 

It may not be.—Thoſe names together ſounded 
Are an accurſed ſpell, that conjures up 

The blackeſt forms of miſchief. Never, never, 

By name, - or hand, or nuptial rite, Elfrida 

With Ethelbert ſhall join. That fatal hour 
Heav'n witneſs to my vow, for Bertha dead 

Leads forth the fun'ral pomp. But how avert 
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The blow? Thoſe arts, which long delay'd it, fail. 


Fond of his daughter as he is, and bound 
| By ties of plighted faith, my lord mult yield. 
Ha!—to my wiſh this crafty ſtates-man comes 


Moſt opportune. — O welcome Sigebert. 


S N 


Enter S1GEBERT. 


Not leſs thy years mature in ſage experience 


Advance our mercian weal, by peaceful arts, 


Than conqu'ring Offa by the blood-ſtain'd ſword. 
Sige. My royal miſtreſs, ill this partial praiſe 


Suits a deſpis'd old man. There was a time, 


When Offa yet was new to cares of ſtate 

And found his ſceptre heavy; then, the voice 
Of Sigebert had pow'r. Tis feeble now, 
Midſt noiſe of youthful ſpirits, who confiding 
In what alone they underſtand, the ſword, 


Would ſend the man of peace, with droning monks, 


Ober books and beads to wear his life in cloiſte 
Vet haply 'twere not ill for Mercia's peace, 
Might this poor voice be heard. 

Ber. In dear rememb'rance 


Of grateful thought, my lord retains the time, 
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When, by thine influence led, th? aſſembled chiefs 
Of Mercia's wide dominion hail'd him king, 

As yet a youth; ere his victorious arm 

Tore from th? uſurper's brow, the diadem. 

Yet now, the ſov'reign of a rival ſtate, | 


3 


A jealous ſpy, and ancient enemy, 
Can biaſs him, with more prevailing ſway, | | . 
Than thoſe, who form'd and led his early years, 
Thro' paths of glory to this height of pow'r. 
Sige. That ſmooth and beardleſs king, with flowing bake 
And glozing ſpeeches comely as his form, 
Hath won his heart. —Why, he will fit all night, 
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To hear him touch the harp, and ſing ſoft ſongs | 
Of love and dalliance, He that had no joy, | 1 
Save in the thought of war, and godlike dreams | 1 
Of added empire, wears day after day 


In chace and frivolous delights, to pleaſe 
His gueſt ; as tho? he would become, like him, 
A ſtripling monarch, == 
Ber. Say, good Sigebert, | F | 3 
How deems thy wiſdom of the nuptial i 1 
80 ſoon to be complete? 
Sige. As of an act, | 
That, with a ſpendthrift wantonneſs, repels CO 
Good fortune from our doors. The preſent hour 
Offers, what, never ſhall a future bring, 
To Mercia wealth, pow'r, and ſecurity, 


oa 
Ev'n now to Humber, and the ncethira main, 
Might Offa ſtretch his ſceptre. | 
Ber, Well and juſtly 
Haſt thou conceiv'd, what Mercia's weal demands, 
Shall Offa, greateſt monarch of this iſle, 
Beſtow the darling of his hopes and cares 
On the poor ſov'reign of a petty ſtate, 
Which only holds a kingdom's ſounding name, 
By his ſorbearance ? 8 
Sige. Why ſhould Anglia lean, 
On Mercia, as a prop, when wiſer counſels 
Might turn her weakneſs to our ſtrength Subjected 
To Mercia, ſhe would yield, not crave ſupport ; 
And prove beſt feather in her eagle wing 
For conqueſt imp'd.— Why feed the hungry foil 
Of Anglia with our fatneſs, and engraft | 
On the firm trunk of the majeſtic oak 
That ſhades the plain, and yields to beaſt and trav'ler 
Shelter and food ; an unproductive bramble ? 
Ber. Tis yours alone from ſuch diſgrace to fave 
Your native land. And ſhould your happy arts 
And influence o'er the king avert the blow— 
What praiſe, good Sigebert, were yours ? 
Size. The taſk, the praiſe be thine ; for who, like thee, 
Can Offa's ſpirit temper ?—Since the day 
Thy dazzling beauties from the gloomy thought 
Of Emma dead, and ſtern ambition's care, 


Recall'd him firſt to tread the flow'ry paths 
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Of love and pleaſure.— Genius of his ſoul 
Enthron'd ſupreme; thy hand can miniſter 

It's elements and ſeaſons; bid them ſwell | 
To vex the land with ſtorm, or ſooth them down, 
In melting calm, and foſt'ring influence. 


Ber. True, I may ſomething boaſt ;—yet, far too highly 


You rate my pow'r; for with contending ſway, 
My rival in his heart, Elfrida's craft 

Will with inſidious tears th? impreſſions mar 
That I have labour'd. Thus, with ſilent lapſe, 
The ſtealing waters from the flinty rock 
Efface the graver's toil. | 

Sige. Oh doubt not thou 
My zealous efforts ; and if I retain 
Pow'r with my lord, the next autumnal ſun 
That ſhine on Anglia ſhall embrown her harveſts 
For Offa, and their reapers hail him king. 

Ber. Behold, my lord approaches. On his brow 
Care is imprinted, and his whole demeanour 
Marks the fierce conflict of contending paſſions 
That rend the wav'ring mind, I will retire, 
But thou the ſubje& of our preſent converſe 
Urge home with timely ſuit, and heay'n to ſpeed. 


[Exit. Bertha, 
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Deluſive phantom of o'erweening pow'r, 
What art thou? Canſt thou fill the boundleſs wiſh ?— = 
I feel thou can'ſt not; for each new poſſeſſion M 
Serves but to goad me, with increaſe of appetite, Tl 
To ſeek extended empire. What is fame? | H 
What is this unſeen bleſſing which bids kings Be 
Deſile their hands with blood, and wear their days An 
In care and tumult ? Iis the giddy ſhout Fo 
Of worthleſs multitudes, or venal ſong 
Of minſtrel, chanted at the revel board. Th 
What is the wiſh, which my recoiling mind 1h 
Scarce to herſelf confides, which like a viper, Fro 
Half peering from it's dark retreat, ſtarts back, Tu 
As of the gaze impatient? Night by night, If f. 
With thoughts envenom'd my repoſe to ſting, 8 
It lurks beneath my pillow. The hour is come. — May 
I mult decide, for with a lover's ardour, If f. 
Wor 


Which may not be delay'd, young Ethelbert | ; 


+ 


Demands completion of our royal word. — 
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Shall I then ſtain with guiltleſs blood the laurels 

So dearly purchas'd ? and forego the praiſe, 

From virtuous deeds redounding, which ſurvives 

In good mens hearts, and like the precious incenſe 

On god's high altar laid, aſcends to heav'n ? 
| Seeing Sigebert. 

Oh ſave me, Sigebert thou com'ſt in time, £1 | 

To ſave me from myſelf. Ne'er did my ſoul 

So need thy counſels. 

Size. Wherefore ſhould I ſpeak ? 
Alas, my lord, there was a time, when Sigebert 


Might ſpeak, with confidence; but well he knows 


That age which weighs his body to the duſt 

Hath humbled his repute ; and ſhould his counſel 

Be now requir'd, 'tis but to ſooth his pride, 

An old man's pride, in gratitude perhaps 

For ſervice paſt, | | > 
. In proof how much I prize | 

Thy counſels, hear, what pride would fain conceal ; 

1 hy maſter's mind, which never with deſign, 


From virtue ſwerv'd before, now fluctuates 


*Twixt good and ill, and entertains a doubt 


If faith ſhould bind a monarch. 
Sige. And a king | 
May ſometimes, juſtly, entertain a doubt 
If faith ſhould bind him, when the ſtrict obſervance 


Would contravene the welfare of his ſlate, 
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. Have I then publiſh'd laws, and taught my ſubjects 
To know and venerate the ſacred bounds, | 
Of right and wrong, and led the fiery ſpirits, 

Nurs'd in the camp, and train'd in acts of outrage, 

To cheriſh decent order, and perform 
The offices from man to his brother due? 
And ſhall I be the firſt, to Wend the ties, 
1 have myſelf ordain'd, and ſtand th' example 
Of wolfith violence, or ſerpent fraud? | 
Sige. As, in his ſtation, from the private ſubje& 
The monarch differs; he muſt likewiſe vary | 
His rules of life. His virtues, and his wiſdom, 
Are diff'rent far, from what, the names import, 
In meaner men, fince he for others lives, 
Not for himſelf, and what, in private life, 
| Where heinous crime, in ſov'reigns may become, 


Sanction'd by public weal, a virtuous deed. 


I ſpeak with boldneſs, fince my gracious lord 
Gives {cope and licenſe to his ſervant's tongue. | 
Would you the rankling thorn, which fair occaſion 
Bids pluck from Mercia's ſide, implant for ever 
| Bane of her peace and ſafety ? 
Offa. Sigebert, | 
Thy voice hath rous'd a thought, which I had taſk'd 
My force to ſmother. To the ſhores of ocean 
Anglia poſſeſt would ſtretch the bounds of Mercia. 


But Ethelbert is valiant, brave and wiſe, 
And never, but with life will he reſign 
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His lineal ſceptre. 10 my dreams ambition, 
A giant ſpectre clad in panoply, 

Stands at my couch, and with his brandiſh'd ſpear 
Dazzles my ſight. His mouth a ſubtle flame | 
Exhales, that fills my boſom. To my hand 
Methinks he gives a chalice ; with the blood 
Of Ethelbert tis ſill'd; he bids me quaff it; 

Then fhrieks, in ſounds, which on my waking ear 
Vibrate, * remember he is in thy pow'r.”? 

Sige. The public mind from Offa's fame demands 
A race of glory. Well haſt thou begun; 
But much remains ;—beneath one common head, 
To join the Saxon pow'rs, diſcordant parts 
Each weak'ning other of one feeble maſs. 
In laſting ſleep the ſword ſhall reſt ; and peace 
Clothe all our hills with verdure; and our ſhips 
Shall croſs the deep, to ſeek on diſtant ſhores 
New arts and comforts. Late poſterity 
Shall ſay—*twas Offa made the ſons of England 
Renown'd and happy. 

Ofa. Vainly, ſhall my cares 
Wake for the peace of Mercia, while from Anglia, 
With northern pirates leagu'd, the hungry borderers 
Pour like a deluge on our fertile plains, 
In vain, my pow'r hath to his mountain holds 
Repell'd the cambrian, as his vative ſtream, 
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Fierce and impetuous. In vain, my rampart * 
Rears his majeſtic length, to curb the foe, 
From the wide outlet of the winding Dee, 
To where the Wey, with ſounding torrent, joins 
The Sexern's mighty march. 

Sige. Thoſe aged knees 
I bend, which never bow'd before to man. 
Not for myſelf I pray, my ſand of life 
Hath little ſpace to run, and only ſeeks 
Leiſure and grace, to call my ſins of youth, 
To ſolemn audit, for thy future fame, 
And for thy ſubjects, and their childrens children, | 
For whom the preſent hour to lateſt time 
May peace and wealth ſecure, with ſupplications 
Humble, as men ſhould to the deity 
Prefer, 1 kneel. | 

Oggi. Ariſe ; for good or ill 
Thy voice decides the conflict, call Elfrida. 
| Wes [Exit Sigebert, 
I muſt poſſeſs my daughter of our purpoſe. 85 
Her young affections are on Ethelbert 
So ſix'd and rivetted, that it will need » 
A parent's whole authority, combin'd 
With ſofteſt blandiſhment and fond perſuaſion, 
To mold her will obedient to my wiſh. 


« Alluding to tl e dike and mound of Offa. 
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Stars returns with ELFRIDA 


Elf. learn from venerable Sigebert 
My father ſeeks my preſence ; ; and have haſted 
To know his honour'd will. 
Offa. Attend, my child. 
Thou ftill haſt been obedient to my wiſh, 
And, well thou know'R, with fond ſolicitude 
I have prevented thine. The hour is come, 
If an indulgent father's tenderneſs 
May challenge a return, to ſhow thy mind 
Nor heedleſs, nor ungrateful to his love. 
Elf. Why ſhould my father thus, with circumſtance, 
And hint imperfect, half reveal his will, 
And half withhold; as doubtful of my duty? 
Heav'n knows this heart, my daily oriſons | 
Have been, in thought and deed, to pleaſe my father. 
Offa. Well, I will prove thee then. Canſt thou reſign 
The wiſh moſt inward to thy heart, which hope 
Hath, like a child, it's mother's pride and toy, 


Nouriſh'd with amorous thoughts, and images 
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Of fond delight ? I know the ſacrifice 
Moſt painful; well I ſee th' impaſſion? d ſtorm. 
*Tis, as I ſhould command thee pierce thy heart; 
Or tear the precious apple from an eye. 
But what were duty, what in fight of heav'n, 
The palm of virtue, were it's practice caſy ?!— 
You ſtart and tremble. 

E. Oh! my deareſt father. 
You taught me firſt to look on Ethelbert, 
As on my future lord. My heart is his 
More than my own; but 'twas my father's boon 
Not mine; and now, it may not be recall'd. 
Part of my being, with my heart ſtrings 'twin'd 
Is the ſtrong tie, that binds me to his fate. 
Like a young plant, my love for Anglia's king 
Hath grown beneath your hand; you ſaw it riſe, 
And daily water'd it, with laviſh praiſe 
Of his endowments. Would you root it up, 
And caſt it forth, now, in the blooming promiſe 
Of fair and golden fruit? "This fatal change 
Your words import. 2 E 

Offa. Now anſwer me, Elfrida, 
Met were it, that the father to the child 


Should render ſtrict account, of all the motives, 


That aRuate his will? Suffice to ſay; 


Dear as my life I prize thy happineſs. 


But reaſons copent founded in the weal 
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Of Mercia's ſtate, and prudent policy, 
Demand this ſacrifice, 

Sigee Yes, beauteous maid, . 
Moſt nearly it concerns the good of myriads 
Preſent and future, that the high-born daughter 
Of Mercia ſhould reje& the proffer*d nuptials 
Of Aonglia's monarch, Maidens, in their ſongs 
Thy praiſes ſhall rehearſe ; and learn'd hiſtorians, 
Amongſt illuſtrious dames that ſav'd their country, 
| Record Elfrida. 

EIf. Why is this? What monſter 
For light too hideous lurks in myſtery ? 
Why am | thus beſet ? Upon my knees, 
O lov'd, rever'd, dear author of my being, 
To thee I fall. Behold my ſtreaming tears; 
Spurn me not from thee ; by the fainted ſhade 
Of my departed mother. By the charge, 
Giv'n with her laſt embraces, when ſhe join'd 
Our hands in hers, then, cold and damp with death, 
And ſfaid—* Be kind to this, the firſt- born pledge 
« Of our chaſte loves.” If e'er my natal hour 
With joy ſuffus'd thy cheek ; or on thy heart 
Paternal tranſport ruſh'd, as from the fight 
Return'd and red with wounds, to thee I ran, 
And clung around thy knees all cas'd in mail. 
Then in thine arms tir'd from the work of death, 
Stooping you caught me, and in tender paſhon 
Strain d to your boſom, whence the blood of foes, 
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Flow'd undiſtinguiſh'd from your own, and painted 
With crimſon ſtreaks your cuiraſs. 
. Riſe, my daughter, 

I cannot hear thee plead, and may not grant 
Remiſſion of my purpoſe ; well thou know'ſt 
Thy ſorrows rend my heart; yet were | weak, 
And all unworthy of the crown I wear, 

Should ev'n my tenderneſs to thee, whoſe grief ; 

I would moſt gladly with my own redeem, 

Retard me from purſuit of Mercia's weal. ; 

Ex. Ere yet I riſe, o hear all righteous heav'n, 

The ſolemn vow breath'd from a virgin's lips, 
Which in due oriſon, both ev'n and morn, 

Have ſought the throne of grace; if I muſt yield 
My lord betroth'd, the huſband of my choice, 

To that authority, which never yet | 

1 dar'd to queſtion ; then, the ſpouſe of God, 
From this deluſive world will I retire | 
A cloiſter'd votary, and in humble weeds 

To bid my beads, and chant the ſolemn rites, 
And pray, that thou, and Ethelbert may live 
Proſp'rous and happy ; or a requicm ſing 

To ſouls of ſlaughter'd wretches, who have fall'n 
In fields embattled, victims of the pride | 
And avarice of kings. Theſe little charms 

Faſting and vigils ſhall conſume, theſe robes 


And tinſel ornaments to ſackcloth change. 
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Ou. Oh riſe, my daughter: ſure, a ſpirit of heay'n, 
Speaks thro' thine organs, for mine alter'd foul _ 
Now loaths, as ſinful, what it late purſued, 
As wiſe and laudable. Ye pow'rs of grace, 
Be ever bleſt ; that, in due time, recall'd 
My wandering feet, ere yet the fatal meſhes 
Of error's net had ſnar'd them paſt redemption. 

Sige. What then is man! and what are his reſolves ? [ aſide. 
A feather toſt by ev'ry vagrant gale. 

Thus fades the air-built pile of Mercia's greatneſs, 
Puff'd into nothing, by a puling maiden, 
With a few love ſick ſighs, —what I had labour'd, 
For years, to raiſe.---Yet will I not deſpair ; 
Ambition has relax'd, not yielded whole, 
Her powers on Offa's mind. I will eſſay him, 
And find occaſion apt—when glorious pride 
And prudence ſhall, in reaſon's balance, weigh 
A kingdom's value, with a woman's tear. | 
: | [Exit Sigebert. 
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Ma. Oh king of Anglia, timely art thou come. 


Here, gallant Ethelbert, receive my daughter, 
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A preſent worthy of a king to give, B. 


And king to take. Reach me thy hand, Elfrida; T} 
Long hath this plighted hand been thine, by promiſe 1 
Now tis thine own, indeed. May bounteous heav'n He 
With bleſſings crown your union. — As the bond 4 
Of marriage makes you one, ſo may the ties Clit 
Of holy peace and nuptial amity The 
Unite our kingdoms to the lateſt time. Wit 

| Ethel. My boſom labours, with it's mighty freight Wit 
Of wild tumultuous joy. A bliſsful faintneſs Of i 


Shuts up my ſenſes, ſtops my failing breath, 
Dazzles my fight, and tingles in mine ears. — 
Elfrida mine! —Hear it, thou ambient air, 
And waft it to the ſkies ;z that cherubim 
May catch the ſound, and join in choral warblings ! 
Elfrida mine! Behold it, ye chaſte ſtars, 
And ſhed your happieſt influence; urge your ſpheres, 
With ſwifter pace, to roll their cycles on, 
And bring the bliſsful hour. My gratitude 
For ſpeech too mighty, ſhall be ſhown in deeds. 
Elf. If, Ethelbert, my tongue, by ſecret fear, 
And maiden ſhame reſtrain d, hath hitherto | 
Been filent ; deem not thence Elfrida's love 


Leſs warm, or tranſport, at this bleſt erent.— 
My lord, my father, —now, thou haſt, indeed, 


Wo 


Approv'd thyſelf a father, gentle, kind, Bides e 
As thou wert ever; and a ſecond time This ha; 
| And trar 
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Being on me confer'd ; for while I live 

This frail exiſtence hangs on Ethelbert. 
| Offa. What tranſport fills my boſom !--Full contentment, 
How ſweet thy ſmiles, thou child of rectitude. | 

As, to her handmaid elm, the wedded vine 

Clings and unites, may thou to Ethelbert ! 

The pious Egbert, who from Litchfield ſways, 

With hollow'd croſier, Mercia's church, to-morrow, 

With pray'rs devout and tuneful pſalmody 

Of nuptial hymn, ſhall bleſs your mutual vows. 

| | {[ Exeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE LI. 
4s Hell, bs the Pale of ones 
Feter BETA and SIGEBERT, 
BEAT HA. 
WonpRoUs old man ! ſure wiſdom in thy breaſt, 
Bides ever, and perſuaſion on thy lips ; 


This happy change is thine.——Vain hopes of man, 
And tranſitory joys! — Ex'n now the minſtrels 
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Explore the harp preluſire; and rehearſe 
The nuptial ſong the bridal bow'r is deck d; 
And fond Elfrida moves, in regal trim, 


| To meet her Ethelbert. 


Sige. Prophetic thought 


F oreſaw, that Offa would not thus reſign 


The hopes and projects, that have fill'd his ſoul, 
For twice ten years, with Anglia's ſea- beat ſhores, 


To gird around, as with a coat of mail, 


The fertile plains of Mercia. He would join 
Warrior and monk, the bigot and the ſtateſman. 
O wild attempt !—His ſoul was ne'er deſign'd | 
To mope in ſuperſtition's bonds; 'twas form'd 
To feel ambition's charms, to win the palm - 
Of deep-wrought policy, and ſtretch his views 
'Thro? the groſs cloud of ipnorance that bounds 


The ken of our rude times. — Before his eyes, 


I ſet the fatal prodigality 

Of preſent fame to him, and future good 

To thoſe he ſways, by nuptial ties induc'd, 

With Anglia's king; the mercian crown transfer'd 
Which he had rais'd to ſuch illuſtrious height, 
Shorn of it's glories to a foreign lord. 

Ber. But will he not relent, and yield his foul, 
Once more, a captive, to the fooliſh bonds, 
Forg'd by his dotage, and Flfrida's arts 

Sige. It may not be; Elfrida's influence 
Will want both ſpace and time, to work a change. 
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En now the criſis comes q and thou ſhalt hear 
His awful voice, with ſolemn interdict, 
Divorce theſe lovers. 
er. Quickly may T hear 
The bleſſed, bleſſed, ſounds —0 they will breathe 
The ſweeteſt muſic to my gloomy ſoul. Exeunt. 


The ſcene opens, and diſcloſes to the view, a magnificent Chapel, 
of antique ſtructure, aderned as for a marriage ceremony. 
Ethelbert and Elfrida, irh their attendants, priefls, and 
chorifters,— A nuptial fong is performed. 


NUPTIAL SONG, 


COME, ſmiling peace, and piety, and truth, 
For ever blooming in eternal youth; 

Awhile forſake your lov'd abode ; 

Whether, from kerwit's cell, 

With pray'r, 

Your ſiſter, bright and fair, 

In tuneful hymns, ye ſeek the throne of god ; 
Or, not leſs pure, 

From giant crimes ſecure, 
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The fields, and homeſtead of the happy ſwain, 

The grove, and ſloping mead, 

With paths delighted ſoftly tread; 

Soon, ye ſweet ſtrangers, come, and long remain; 
And deign with kings in courtly bow'rs to dwell, 


To bleſs the rites, oh come, ye hallow'd band; 
And on this gentle pair, with bounteous hand, 
Your bright and ſacred treaſures pour, 

Richer than orient gold, | 

Or gems, 

Or royal diadems, 

The virtuous thought and felf- ku hour, 
Complete and whole, 7 
According uniſon of ſoul. 
Let waving plenty crown their peaſant's toil, 
Oh baniſh from their age 

Famine, and fear, and hoſtile rage. 

Let heav'n with eyes benign regard the ſoil, 


And bid their children's ſons the ſceptre hold. 


[Aer the nuptial ſong, Offa enters in great ſeeming 
PT agitation, ] 
Orr, afide. 
Oh beauteous ſcene of peace; ambition down 
Why wilt thou warp my ſpirit? Let me tread 
The bleſſed paths of virtue, and partake 
Theſe children's happineſs. Oh then relent — 
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Wilt thou, with impious hands, thou ſavage man, 
Rend the predeſtin d ties, which heavn has knit? 
Wilt thou, o'er this fair proſpect, like a fend, 
Sail wrapt in ſtorm, and blight, and peſtilence ? 
| To mar it all, and turn the notes of joy, 
Which cherubim might ſhare, to groans of anguiſh. 
Oh Sigebert, oh Bertha, your ſuggeſtions 
Have ſunk too deep. Reſiſtleſs influence, 
The pow'rs malign predominate. In vain 
My heart recoils. What fate decrees muſt come. 


[ He advances from the fide feene to the * of the Lage.] 


Break off the rites, reſerve the nuptial vow, 

For happier hour, and omens. Now, the ſtars, 

With aſpect red, frown on our work. Elfrida, 

| Retire. You marvel, prince; but know, that cauſes 

Moſt urgent, and ſuch high authority | 

As I may not gainſay, demand this change. 4 
Ethel. Is this then Offa's faith ?—Know, king of Mercia, 

In fight of heav'n, I hold Elfrida mine; 

And never, but with life, will I reſign 

The dear poſſeſhon. No, this little arm, 

In ſuch a cauſe, will hurl the thunder's force 

Againſt oppoſing breaſts, and guard my claim, 

' Tho? thouſands ſtood array'd, in phalanx firm, 

Thy creatures. Think not, tho' thy realm outweighs 

In ſtrength my Anglia, this moſt cruel wrong. 
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Shall unreveng'd be borne. Rage vill ſupply 
What fails in force. j 

Ofa. Young prince, you talk this well. 
But ne'er ſhall threats, when other motives fail, 
The ſoul of Offa ſway.—Reſtrain thy rage. , 


A future moment, haply, may concede 
What from thy wiſh the preſent hour withholds. 


EIf. Oh! wretched princeſs, from what heighth of happineſs 


Art thou caſt down ? —— My woes, like famiſh'd wolves, 
Wait to devour me. O my lord, my huſband. — 

My father ! —ſhall theſe dear and tender names, 
Which I ſo fondly cheriſh'd, prove but titles 

Of ſorrow and deſpair? and ſhall the ties 

Which ſeem'd by hand of angels wove, to draw 4 
Me kindly to you both, prove racking cords 

To ſtrain my heart aſunder— Nature, nature, 

Duty, and love, oh whom ſhall I renounce [NO 
Whom follew ?—Ev'ry way, o moſt undone, — 

Can I renounce thee, Ethelbert, whoſe love 

I tender more than life? And o, my father, 

Can I begin to ſtand in bold rebellion 
Againſt that will I ne'er oppos'd before ? 


Oha. . Theſe tranſports are moſt vain. Retire, Elfrida, 
Forbear rhe ſight of Anglia's king. Remember, 
Obedience prompt in this, thy father deems 
Teſt of thy duty. 

Elf. Sooner from their orbs 3 1 
Tear forth theſe eyes, with all their bleeding cords. 
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Can miſers yield theif treaſures ? Can the matron 5 ö 
Give to the ruffian's ſword her only child. | 1 
Price of her travail, nurſeling of her hopes ? 
Here let me fink, and loſe all ſenſe and feeling 
Of what I was, what am, and what may be. 
Offa. Virgins, attend your miſtreſs hence. No more, 
Elfrida; on thy life, wake not my wrath. 
EI7. Oh! cruel father. Prince, we muſt become 
Dead to each other; ſo my father dooms, 
No more to meet, ſpeak; love, or ey'n to think 
That thus we lov'd, and thus we bade adieu. 
Yet ſurely we ſhall meet; there is a place 
For wretched ſouls from vile exiſtence freed. 
And oft the ſpirit which ſhall wing it's flight 
Before the kindred mind, ſhall ſeek it's mate, 
And whiſper it away, and imp it's plumes, | 
To reach the bleſt abode. | 
Ethel. By every tie, . 
Divine and human, thou art now my bride ; | 
No mortal force ſhall part us. Cruel tyrant, [/o Offa. 
The meaſure of thy fraud is now complete, | 


Now for puniſhment. — 


And of my patience. 
My valiant warriors, if ye love your king, 
Can ye behold his wrongs? For me and vengeance, 
Draw your good ſwords. 

Offa. Thy blood be on thy head 
Advance my choſen band. | 
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[As the two kings, with their attendants, art on the point of 
engaging each other, Elfrida ruſbes forward, and throws 
| berſelf on her Inces between the two parties. 


— 


EIF. Oh father 
Reſtrain your rage, or ſee me fall the victim 
Of your diſſenſion. IThro' this panting breaſt 
Shall the firſt blow be ſped ; ye ſhall not paſs, 
But o'er theſe trampled limbs, to mutual ſlaughter !— 
Spare me, my ſire, and ſheath thy fatal ſword ! 
And chief to thee, my darling, my eſpous'd, 
To thee I call. 
And all our hopes of happineſs to come. 
Forbear, forbear ! | | 
a. Daughter thy voice prevails 
I will not ſtain this holy place with blood. 


prince 


Oh, by the name of love, 


Thou, prince, revere the preſent deity.— [fo Ethelbert. 


My child, retire; thou muſt no more behold 
The king of Anglia; and thy prompt obedience, 
To this my ſtrict command, will prove, to him, 


I will hear no more. 


Sure pledge of ſafety. 
Guards bear her hence. Remember the condition, 


EIf. Oh king of Anglia, oh my lord, my huſband — 
Oh cruel ſire! | | 
[Elfrida, woith Ber female attendants, is borne off by the guards.] 
_ Ethel. The mounting fire hath paſs'd, 


That fed my paſſion, as the lightning brief !— | 


Tu > > 
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And now I melt in ſoftneſs feminine ; 
And, feeble as a chidden babe, could ſeek 
The mean relief of tears A leaden ſleep 
Hangs on each ſenſe, and weighs down all my pow'rs. 
[ Exit Ethelbert. 


8 Nini. 


Offa. The die is caſt. What have I done ?—O, Sigebert, 
This act is thine. Thy counſels have compell'd me, 
Ev'n to the brink and edge, where yawns below | 
A dreadful precipice.— Here let me ſtand, 
Collected, ſummon all my wand'ring thoughts, 

And fathom, if I can, with ſtedfaſt eye, 
The gulf. before me, 

Sige. Can the mighty Offa, 
The child of war, the minion of renown, 
When glory calls him with her awful voice, 
Refuſe to hear? When pow'r imperial woos 
With lofty charms, avert his loathing eyes ? 
When countleſs treaſures only wait his graſp, 
Cloſe and withdraw his hand —Oh diffrent far, 
Were Offa's thoughts, when with victorious arm 
Northumbria's creſt he ſtruck, and from his ſway 
A province tore; or when, the kentiſh bands 
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Quell'd and confounded, wide his banners wav'd 
In conquer'd Aldrick's plains, Far diff rent then, 
W hen haughty Kenwolf, rival of his might, 
Efſay'd in arms what Mercia could, and ſunk. 
Offa. The quick and fiery pow'r of intellect, 


With ſudden change, now fluctuates here, now there, 


Like northern lights along the ſtarry cope, 
That ſhooting tremulous forebode the ſtorm— 
The ſtorm indeed ; alternate paſſions rage 
Tempeſtuous through my ſoul as *twere a ruſh, 
They bend the rooted purpoſe. Rugged virtue 
Hardy and frm, the growth of many years, 
Shakes at the blaſt, and on the ground will trew 
Her verdant honours. = 

Sige. To preſerve them rather 
Refreſhing dews ſhall come, and foſt'ring gales ; 


The tears of pleaſure, and the glad acclaims 
Of Mercia's people, for their peace ſecur'd 


To late poſterity, ſhall on your laurels 
Deſcend, and ſoftly breathe, and bid them riſe, 


With bolder growth, and hide their heads in heav'n. 


But pardon me, my lord, this wav'ring mood, 
Unworthy all of thee, with wonder fills 

Thy faithful ſervant. Offa's mighty thoughts 
Were wont diſclaim the weakneſs feminine : 
Of doubt and ſudden change, and like his ſword 
Keen, bright, unbending, forceful, to their mark 
With prompt deciſion flew, 
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Offa. And well they might. | 
For plain and obvious, hitherto, the path 
Before me ſtretch'd ; and in the ſame abode 
Fame, int'reſt, virtue, dwelt. But now disjoin'd 
Their dwellings wide, and intricate the way, 
Beſet with thorns and dark with mift and cloud, 
That leads to each.—Retire, good Sigebert, 
Behold our queen— Somewhat of import high 
To us, or to the ſtate dwells on her mind, 
Which to diſcloſe ſhe has our private ear 
This day ſolicited. In ſome ſhort ſpace 


Let valiant Ella wait upon our leiſure. | 
[Exit Sigebert. 


F N =: 


Orra and BETA. 


Bertha come near, nay why is this? Your looks 
Are blank with ghaſtly fear; your trembling limbs 
Scarce bear you, with a ſlow reluctant pace.— 

Of late I mark, with bitterneſs of ſoul, 

That care or ſickneſs from your florid cheek | 
Hath chac'd the bloom of health, and lively cheer. | 
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Ber. Indeed 'tis true, my mind with ſecret care 
Hath been o'er-labour'd ; and this feeble frame 


Hath ſuffer'd with its inmate. Many a night 
Theſe lids have been eftrang'd. from balmy ſleep ; 


Or if perchance, with watching overpower'd, 


In ſlumbers brief I ſunk, terrific dreams 
Have render'd reſt more weariſome than toil. 
Ha. Ofttimes have you profeſt to tell me tidings 


Of import ſtrange; but, ever, as you ſeem'd 


Addreſt to ſpeak, and I attentive ſtood, 
Your pale lip quiver'd, on your falt'ring tongue 
Th” imperfe& accents died; and, as I urg'd you 


To ſpeak with confidence, in faint low ſounds EH 


You murmur'd forth—the hour is not yet come ! 
Ev*n now you ftart—and the ſharp glance of horror 
Contracts your eyes, as tho' within their orbits 
They would retire from day, and loſe their functions. 

Ber, The pow'rs of ill poſſeſs my foul. The demons [sf de. 
Of falſehood forge and faſhion Bertha's organs 
To ſounds pernicious. .—Know, my graciqus lord, 


I cannot ſpeak. Some ſaving pow'r may yet 


| Redeem me from myſelf. 


Oha. Still do you tremble ? 


- 


The changing hues alternate on your cheek. 


Ber. Tis done. Tis paſt. He may not live for me, L de. 
And ſhall not for another -for Elfrida.— 


Remorſe, thou vain intruder, down. No more. 


1 

Now thou art dead Ege door is clos'd for ever, 
On pity, as on hope! 

Offa. Will you not ſpeak ? 
Why do you trifle thus with my impatience ? 
On fpeak How wild her looks! Some dreadful thing, 
Sure, labours in her breaſt, that with a front, 
Thus ſtrange and hideous, in the prologue threatens. 
By ev'ry bleſſed ſaint, and miniſter 
Of light, I charge thee, ſpeak. 

Ber. Well, I have ſteel'd 

My heart with courage ; to reveal a ſtory, 
Which ſomewhat criminal 1 hold myſelf 
So long from thee concealing ; yet my mind 
Scarce yields to credit ſuch a tale, related 
Of him, whoſe outward form and royal birth 
Promiſe exhalted hopes, and princely virtues. 
But night by night, in monitory dreams, 
Thine image faint and bleeding at my ſide 

Is ever preſent. 
fa. Heav'ns! can . 
Yet wherefore ſhould 1 doubt? When he from Offa 
No thought of peril harbours.---He, as falſe 
And fabulous would hold th? intelligence 
Of what works in this boſom. Oh proceed. 


Ber. Some few nights fince, two of the virgins * 


By duty to my perſon, in the ſhade, 
After a ſcorching day, enjoy d the freſhneſs . 
Of welcome eye.—"Twas where the grove of beech 
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Bounds the wide orchard ground, that, white with bloſſom, 
Impregnates now the breeze. 

a. I know the place; 
If I remember, there, my falcon loſt, 
And long thro' Mercia ſought in vain, young Edbald 
Recover'd on the topmoſt bough. 

Ber. My virgins | 
An arbour ſought ; and deep in earneſt converſe 
Diſtinct, for other ſound than whiſp'ring leaves 
And intermitted ftrain of nightingale 
Was none, conceal'd from them, two men were heard ; 
But by the voice familiar to their ears | 
They knew old Ardulf and the king of Anglia, — 
Much Ethelbert complain'd of love delay'd, 
And tax'd thee with injuſtice ; hoary Ardulf, 
In age impetuous with the fire of youth, 


Urg'd him, by violence, to ſnatch the prize, 


Which fair entreaties hitherto had fail'd | 

To win,—* Occaſion prompts ; old O's arm 

« Hath loſt its nerve and pith.“ 
a. Old Offa, ſaid he? | 

And that this arm had loſt its nerve and pith !— 


Oh they ſhall feel 


Ber. Nay, good, my lord, be patient. : 
& Mercia,” ſaid Ardulf, © views, with fond delight, 
The riſing promiſe of thy gallant youth: — 
« For Offa's ſons, their helpleſs infancy 


« Bars them from hope or proſpe& of a crown ; 
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© And were Elfrida thine, and Mereia's king 
&« At reſt within the tomb, te thee, his throne 
« Were of aſcent moſt eaſy.” - 
Offa. What reply'd, | 
To theſe ſuggeſtions, Ethelbert ? 

Ber. As when | 
A tray'ller from an hill, with ſudden view, 
Before him ſpread in proſpect fair, beholds 
A city, with its glitt'ring ſpires and tow'rs, 
And urges on his courſe, with double ſpeed ; 
ouch eagerneſs the youthful king diſplay'd, 
To reach the tempting goal, which in perſpective 
Before him lay ; ſure pledge of Anglia's greatneſs, 
Your death was then determin'd, and old Ardulf, 
Contriver of the miſchief, charg'd himſelf 
With its completion. Here, the ſable night, 
Faſt cloſing round my virgins, warn'd them home. 


Ofa. Enough was heard; and, by the heav'nly pow'rs, 


| Whoſe ſure protection in th' embattled field 

Was ne'er withheld from Offa, on the heads 

Of Ethelbert and Ardulf, ſhall their guilt 

Be tenfold viſited. No more remorſe, 

No feeble wav'ring now. O Sigebert, N 

I yield me to thy counſels whole. What, Ella! — 
Ber. Think on the ſmiling pledges of our love ; 

They graſp thy knees, they ſtretch their little arms, | 

They cry to thee for ſafety. Think on Bertha; 

Widow'd and ſad, the victim of her grief, 
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And fierce Elfrida's rage; for well I know, 
She views me with ſuch hate, as ſtill purſues, 
From envious offspring of a former bed, 


The father's ſecond choice. —Be prompt and firm. | 
[Exit Bertha. 
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SCENE v. 


Orr, SIGEBERT, and ELLA. 


Offa. Brave Ella, from my choſen bands ſelect 
Twice ten battalions. Haſte to Anglia's bounds: 


Her preſent ſtate of careleſs eaſe ſupine 
Precludes reſiſtance. Overſpread her plains ; 
Till Domnoc's“ tow'rs, beſide the roaring deep, 


Receive your hoſt. There camp'd await my coming. 


Wonder not, but obey —Yet more I would— 
But why docs ſhame thus mantle on my check ?— 
My tongue is palſy'd.—Learn from Sigebert 


Thy further charge. 
[Exit Offa. 


* The ancient capital of Eaſt- Anglia now overflowed by the ſea. 
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I To 
Sn and ELLA. 


Ella. A change ſo violent | 
And ſudden, from the feaſt and nuptial ſong 
To warlike preparation, and the ſhout 
Of martial fury! 

Sige. Muſe not, valiant Ella, 
Nor ſtand with folded arms in filence wrapt. 
The king hath wiſely doom'd. The hour is come, 
That adds Eaſt-Anglia, with her ſea-beat plains, 
To Mercia's realm. On every ſide ſecure, 
Bounded by mighty rivers, or the ſea, 
Complete and whole, a fortreſs in herſelf, 
Our land ſhall ſcorn invaders. To maintain 
This glorious prize indiſputably ours, 
An act of prompt and neceſſary daring 
Requires thy faithful ſword ; which, if thy breaſt 
With love and duty to thy royal maſter, 
Or patriot virtue glows, thou wilt not now 
Withhold. : 

Ella. When was the day, that Ella's ſpear, 
If glory call'd, or duty to his king, 
Slept cold, or unperforming, in his hand? 
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Sige. Young Ethelbert muſt fall, — Nay ſtart not back: 85 
Thy country's weal demands it.— Open force _ 
Were vain.—To yon dark ſhade at early dawn, = 
And oft at cloſing eve, doth he reſort, 41 
Thither to cheer his lonely hours, if fame Of 
Err not, the bright Elfrida too repairs. On 
The path from hence is dark and intricate ; 
The ſpreading trees, in cloſe embrace o'erhead, 
Unite their tops; and from their rugged arms, 
Impervious to the ſight, in fragrant wreaths 
The tufted woodbines hang. The place is apt — 
The king's command is poſitive. —More ſpeech 
Were needleſs, when intelligence with duty 4 
Combines, as in thy ſoul. Rell 
[ Exit Sigebert. vom 
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Oh wretched Ella! TY 
Why wert thou ſingled out for ſhame ? What act. Ih 
In thy long life of warfare branded thee, El 
By cruelty or baſeneſs, for the taſk With 
Of an aſſaſſin ? Shall this truſty ſword, - * 
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My lov'd companion for twice twenty years 
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In toil ad danger, which was never brandiſh'd, 
Save when in open fight I met my foe, | 
And face to face, be ſtain'd with guiltleſs blood ? 
A monarch's blood—young——gentle—wiſe and brave? 
Offa may kill; but never ſhall debaſe | 
Old Ella with the name of murderer. 
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AxzDuLF and ELLA. 


Ard. A ſtir unuſual through the court of Mercia 
Reſounds ; her warriors muſter, as for battle. 
Some furbifh up their arms, ſome poiſe their ſpears, 
Some trap their fiery ſteeds. Where'er I tura, 
1 meet ſuch hurried and amazed looks, | 
As tho? the trumpet from the beacon ſounded, 
And warning fires on ev'ry ſummit glar'd, 
To mark the foes approach. How fares brave Ella? 
Thou canſt explain this myRry.—What portend 
Theſe warlike preparations ?— Thou art fad. — 
Why thus avert thy face ? Methinks a tear 
Glitters in that ſtern eye, the dread of foes. ; 
Ella. Never before was Ella's boſom torn FAfide. 
With ſuch conflicting paſhons.—Duty firſt | 
To Mercia's king, through many a year of toil, 
Nc'er diſobey'd ; then, mercy and compaſſion ;; 


19 | 
Next, honour's ſacred voice, which till ſupreme 
Hath ſway'd my ſoul ; and laſt, religion's law ;— 
All adverſe to that duty.—For this time | 


_ Offa commands in vaig.— True, I am ſad. — 


I may not ſpeak the cauſe ; but, truſt my tongue, 
*Tis worth a ſoldier's ſorrow. For the love 

I bear the young and gallant Ethelbert, 

Let him fiy hence. I may not more reveal, 


But mark my warning voice, which ſounds not lightly. 
” | | [Exit Ella, 


SCENE. IX. 


EThtLBerT and ARDULF. 


Ard. My royal lord, I tremble at your ſtay ; 


Each moment that you linger, by a hair 


1 


Ihe ſword terrific hangs. Nor you alone 
It menaces ; but your devoted realm 
Muſt feel thoſe horrors, which t the wild ambition 
Of Mercia's king diffuſes thro” our ifle ;— 

The ſmoke Bf cities burn'd, and harveſts waſted, 
The ſhrieks of violated maids, the cry 


» 
Of widow'd matrons and their orf han babes 


Ethel. I can believe whatever baſe or vile 
Thy tongue can utter, or thy thoughts ſuggeſt, 
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. 
Of Mercia's king.— He's ta'en me in the toils.— 
Unveil'd I now can read the guilty purpoſe 
Of his difſembled love and ſpecious wiles ; 
And did not fair Elfrida's angel form 
Cling round this heart and melt my ſoul ; the ſword 
Should ſpeak my gratitude. Ev'n to the beard, 
Would I reproach his perfidy, and write it, 
In characters moſt plain and legible, 
On his imperious brow. 
| Ard. Oh think, my lord, — 

Not from the reſtleſs aims of wild ambition 
Thy danger only, but from female rage 
Of charms deſpis'd, reſentful. Pride and fcorn, 
And jealouſy, combining all, will goad 
To madneſs Bertha's ſoul, and raiſe a flame 
Thy blood alone can quench. | 

Ethel. Unhappy woman !— 
Juſt are thy fears from Bertha. Well | know 
What pangs, what hells her ardent ſoul endures ; 
While fierce and manly paſhons, with their war, 
O'erwhelm and harraſs the weak female form, 
Where ſhall the ſpirit ſtay, which thus hath dar'd 
What woman boldeſt can ? | 

Ard. The time, my lord, 
Requires a vigorous and prompt deciſion. 
Ev*n now the ſtorm may burſt ; confirm your ſoul, 


To wreſtle with its fury. Wer't not good 
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To fly this court, where ſaares ſurround your path, 
And on your native plains the ſtandard raiſe ? 

Ethel. That, Ardulf, be thy care. With fiery ped 
Repair to Domnoc ; ſummon all my pgw'rs ; 
And from the ſwains, whoſe toil with waving corn 
The bank of Humber cloaths, and from the train 
Whoſe ſinewy arms ſubdue the wave, and reap, 
Midſt dews of midnight and the how ling ſtorm, 
Their harveſt from the deep, ſelect the prime. | 
Soon will I join your force, whom th* only hope 
To bear Elfrida partner of my *. 
Detains in Mercia. 

Ard. Here, I rooted ſtand 
Until I conquer. Thou muſt fly with Ardulf. 
I will not ſupplicate thee, but command ; 
For ſure my years, my love and ſervices, 
May claim authority. Thou muſt away.— 
Nay, look not ſtern, I will entreat thee then. 
If thou haſt pity for theſe hoary hairs, 
Think on thy danger. Tis not from ſurmiſe, 
Or anxious love, but grounded certainty, 
I warn thee thus ; thy treach'rous hoſt this night 
Some fatal blow deſigns. | 

Ethel. My worthy Ardulf, 
Fear not; thou know'ſt, that, led by gallant Oſwy, 
A brave and choſen {quadron tends my ſteps, | 


Sufficient to protect from force by day, 
Or treachery by night, Heay'n combat with thee, 


„ 
And ſharpen thy good falchion. Looſe thine hold, 
Wake not my wrath, for, by thi immortal pow'rs, 
I will not hence to night. 
Ard. Then ſharp enough 
My falchion is, to pierce a loyal heart, 
And ſpare theſe aged eyes the cruel ſcene 
To- morrow's ſun may ſhow. 
Ethel. On thy allegiance 
Forbear; and if thine beart, with love 2 
Beats for thine Ethelbert, as ſure it does, 
Delay not thy departure. | 
Ard. O, my lord, 
I go ; but never with ſuch liſtleſs Pals 
And heart ſo heavy, did old Azdulf ſeek 
The tented plain. I wont to feel more blithe, 
When trumpets ſounded to the charge, than youth 
| Apparell'd for the dance, when minſtrels ſmite 
Th' enliv'ning harp. Farewell, my much lov'd lord, 
And, oh, perhaps, for ever! | | | 
Ethel. Nay, good Ardulf, 
Wound not my ſoul with mournful auguries. 
All will be well. Ere crimſon in the weſt 
The third revolving ſun ſhall cloſe his courſe, 
Elfrida's radiant form and ſeraph ſmile 
Shall grace the camp of happy Ethelbert. | 2 
| | Eæeuni. 
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ET IV. STENE + 


An Apartment in Offa's Palace. 


ELrriDa. | a 

| Iny 

FoRGIVE me, nature, and ye hallow'd pow'rs, 4 
That watch o'er filial duty, pardon me; My 
If, in rebellion to my father's will, Wi 
J yield to love's command. Tis near the hour, — 1 
I muſt reflect; for with perſuaſive accents, Shc 
That tongue, to which my doating heart accords | Pro 
In perfect uniſon, will urge me ſoon.— VO. 
To what: gaſp and tremble, and my brain WI 
Is dizzy at the thought. —0 father, father, { 
Lov'd awful name, muſt thou reſound no more, Ho! 
In matin oraiſon, or chant at eve, Wit 
From poor Elfrida's tongue: O Ethelbert, The 
My lord, my huſband, fo this heart muſt deem, The 
1 hefe lips muſt call thee can I then forego--- He 
7, O'e 
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{inter ETHELBERT. 


Ethel. What gentle voice, in ſweetly plaintive tones, 
Invokes the name of Ethelbert ? 

Elf. In ſooth, 
My thoughts, as well as tongue, were buſy'd whole 


With Ethelbert. | 
Ethel. For that, may gracious heav'n 
Show'r down its bleſſings on thee. Be the omen 


Propitious to my hopes. Alas, you ſigh ; 


Your face averted hides a guſhing tear.— 
Why are you filent ? 
Elf. How can I behold, 
How ſpeak to thee ? when my relentleſs ſire, 
With unprovok'd and cruel outrage, mars 
The hope he nurtur'd. And, when I reflect — 
There is the mortal ſtab - What further ill 
He yet may meditate, with grief and ſhame 
O'erwhelm'd, I dread thine eyes. And then, each word 
Exchang'd with thee, incurs a father's curſe, 


Sternly againſt our intercourſe denounc'd. 
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Ethel. The moments preſs, my love: your tyrant father 


Holds me a captive here, who came his gueſt. 
His ſnares around me ſpread, and, hour by hour, 
Nearer he draws them. Should I now delay, 
Around my head they cloſe. In Mercia's court 
This night if I remain, thine Ethelbert 
Sees not to-morrow's ſun, Now is the time 
To ſhow thy love ſincere, as thou haſt vow'd. 
E). Sincere !—O Ethelbert, thou little know'ſt : 
Would 1 might fleep away my ſpan of life, 
And only wake in heay'n to peace and thee. 

Ethel. This hour eventful with my doom is fraught ; 
On it my life, and dearer far than life, 
My love, depends. 

EIf. Oh whither ſhall I fly? 
To that thy ſpeech would draw me,—to thy camp ? 
There, ſtern in arms, th' embattled ſquadrons breathe 
Revenge againſt my fire. Soon will ye meet, 
Amidſt th' oppoſed files; your fatal ſwords | 
Aim'd at each others creſt ; while I, ſpectatreſs 
Of che ſad tragedy, muſt weep and bleed, 
Whoe'er prevails. | 

Ethel. Wilt thou not ſhare my flight? 

Ef. No.—Put a ponyard in Elfrida's hand, 
Io pierce her father's boſom !--Share thy flight! 
And join thy camp, array'd in warlike pomp, 


To triumph o'er my parent. Tho” I love thee 
More than the light of heay'n, and reft thy ſight, 
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Within a convent's gloom, a widow'd mourner, 
Will paſs my wretched days, in tears and cries. 

Ethel. Why will you torture whom you love ? Why ſeek 
Deſpair and grief, when hope and ſmiling days | 
Hang on this hour, and crowd for thine acceptance ? 

EIf. Reflect o prince, what dow'r ſhall ſad Elfrida 
Bring to thine arms? A father's wounding curſe, 

That curſe, which never weak or unavailing 

From lips parental falls.—— Oh me unhappy ! 
Return, ye days of childhood innocence, | 
Smiling, return, Then my lov'd father's praiſe, 

In words ſpontaneous, to the ſounding chords 
Attemper'd, flow'd, and caught the echoes round, 
And bade them learn the tale of hardihood, 

And teach the liſt 'ning ſwains their monarch's proweſs. 
And oft the village maiden, that with ſong 
Deceives the toilſome hours, would ceaſe the train 
Of love diſaſtrous, or enchantment drear, 

To tell how Offa won the well-fought field. 

Ethel. Can'ſt thou unmov'd behold my tears, wy danger? 
Be thou obey'd. — Receive the ſacrifice 
Of this devoted life. 

Elf. What means my love? 

Can dangers threat the hfe of Ethelbert 
Nor touch Elfrida ! 
Ethel. Yes, let Offa come, : 
1 wait his cruelty ; for ſhe who ſway 
The deſtiny of Ethelbert decrees it. | 
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Soon let him plunge the ſword, by black ambition 
Urg'd home, and pierce this unoffending breaſt, 
Unleſs a faitKful love and fond deſires 

In Mercia's realm are fins, for ſhe who prizes 
The treach'rous wiles of a remorſeleſs father 
More than a lover's truth, and weighs the curſe 
By guilt and frenzy utter'd, *gainſt the life 


Of him who breathes for her alone, decrecs it. 


e E N W 


Enter, to them, EBA and JusTus. 


Tuba. Health to my lord ! and would to heav'n the tidings 


That Ebba bears might better grace his tongue. 


Ethel. How ſay'ſt thou Ebba ? As thou paſs'd from Anglia, 


Met'ſt thou not Ardulf? On his valiant arm, 
In dangers often prov'd, my ſoul relies 
For refuge from the ſtorm, which well I know 
Prepar'd to fall. 

Elba. It has already fall'n. 
I met not Ardulf; haply, now a captive, 
Not for himſelf, but for his Tord, he mourns. 
Reſiſtleſs as a torrent, o'er our plains 
The mercian armies ſpread. Some haſty levies 
To check their fury ſtrove, but broken ſoon 
And wide diſperſt through Anglia, their diſmay 


Increas'd the gen'ral panic. 
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Jui. True, the paths, | 
That hence towards Anglia lead, are all beſet 
With Offa's ſcatter'd bands, who have in charge, 
No leſs, than the captivity or death | 
Of royal Ethelbert ; but faithful Ardulf 
Hath *ſcap'd their ambuſh. Favour'd by diſguiſe 
He ſought my hermitage, and bade me haſte 
To proffer an aſylum, where conceal'd 
You may remain, while through the land his care 
Collecis a pow'r, which with th' invader ſoon 
Shall-cope in open ſeld. Meantime, *twere raſh 
And vain Yexpole your perſon. 
EIf. King of Anglia, 
The bluſh of ſhame for Offa's cruel wrong 
Glows on my cheek, and greatly ſhould 1 fear, 
| Knew 1 not well thy juſt and noble nature, 
Leſt thou ſliouldſt hate me, for my father's crimes ; 
Yet, what I can, —alas ! poor expiation 
Of guilt ſo mighty. Let the daughter's love | 
Thy ſuff'rings from the fire atone. 
Ethel. Is this 
Atonement only? This poor expiation 
Of ſuff*rings from thy fire ?—Propitious hour, 
Thou haſt aſſur'd the bleſſing which outweighs 
Long years of bondage with the fetter'd ſlave, 
Or exile from the face of day in dungeons, 


Where light hath never pierc'd. 
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El. While yet I hop'd 
That Offa might relent, nor peril fear'd 


To thee; my filial love, with fond delay, 


Excuſe oppos'd ; but now; with alter'd mind, 
Thy danger ſeen, I urge thy flight, prepar'd, 

The partner of whatever good or ill 

Remains for thee in ſtore. — Thy realm laid waſte —- 


An ambuſh for thy life !—lend him your wings 


Angels of light, that bear th' almighty's mandate 
Through heav'n, and earth, and ſea.Haſte, haſte, my _ 


Thy will alone is mine. I come—l fly— 


Juli. The moments preſs, my lord; the fun declines 
Behind yon hills; and, through the waving trees, 
Diſarm'd of half his fire, the crimſon orb 
Shoots a departing luſtre, and illumes, 

As with a thouſand lamps, the glitt'ring caſements 
Of hall and armoury.—Th' impending night 
Muſt well be huſbanded ; her friendly veil 
Alone can promiſe ſafety. Faithful Ebba 
Will guide you to my hermitage. I feel 
A ſpirit in this boſom urge me on 
To ſeek the king of Mercia. With a tongue, 
By human greatneſs or the frowns of man, 
Unaw'd, will I reproach him. Heav'n, perhaps, 
May make my voice an humble inftrument 
To call him home to piety and peace. 
: [Exit Juſtus, 
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ELyaida, ETHELBERT, and E834. 


EIf. Alwina only ſhall partake my flight. 
She has been ever faithful. O farewell, 
Ye peaceful dear abodes of early prime : 
Ye bounded all my wiſhes once. I thought, 
Bleſs'd in my childiſh ſports and harmleſs thoughts, 
And a fond parent's ſmile, that heav'n itſelf | 
Had nothing more to give. Alas how chang'd! 
My happineſs no more within myſelf 
I find; it hangs on thee, o Ethelbert. 
My wiſh.no more within my father's walls 
Is bounded now. It flies abroad with thee, 
Uncertain what it would, And on the future 
A die of dreadful import trembling waits. 
Ethel. Two hundred gallant ſpearmen tried in arms 
Shall guard us in our flight. Their fiery ſteeds, 
On Africk's ſands, or rich iberian plains, 
By ſwarthy moors were bred. With noftrils wide, 
They ſnuff the gale ; and ſweep along the plain, 
Keen as the northern blaſt. | 
Elba. Ere morrow's dawn, 
We gain the hermitage. I know it well, 
A river with its ouzy waters round 
Impales an iſlet, and approach denies, 


Save by a narrow caufeway known to few, 
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The hunter of the wild, or thoſe who, led 

By pious motives, with devotion's foot, | 
The rey'rend place explore. From eyes profane 
A clump of oaks, coeval with the ſoil, 

An humble manſion hide, and round inſpire | 

A gloom religious, ſuited to the life 

Of him who bides within ; for there, devote 


To heay'n, or men whoſe thoughts on heay'n are bent, 


Long time hath Juſtus dwelt ; and from the ſoil, 
With his own hands, obtain'd ſuch ſimple food, 
As nature for an aged frame requires, 
Preſery'd by temperance and tranquil thoughts 
From languor and decay. | | 

Ethel. Behold the queen. | 
Let us retire. And Ebba, thou, when darkneſs 
Involves the face of things, collect my train 
And wait, in ſilence, at the poſtern gate 
Behind the ſacriſty. With circuit wide 
Coaſting the palace walls, we thence may gain, 


By ſecret paths, an unfrequented ford. 


Then, through the woods that clothe the river's fide 


We ſhape our courſe, and gain the hermitage. 
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e E N EV; 
BenTHA. 


Entering at the oppoſite part of the flage ;— ſhe looks earneſtly 
EE after them. 


Oh wretch what haſt thou done ?—What web of fate 
Haſt thou prepar'd ?— Ha !—there the lovers paſs'd— 
See—how ſhe hangs upon him ! May perdition !— | 
Ev'n on the brink and precipice they dream, 

The main o'erhanging.—Soft the verdant turf, 

And pay the wild-flow'r flaunting o'er the verge; 
With treach'rous toil th' undermining wave 

Aſſiduous beats below, with ſudden craſh _ 

The ſoil unſtable mixes with the deep.— 

Their love is innocent ; but what is thine ? 

O foul, moſt foul !—Shall T then fly to Offa? 

Unſay the falſhoods of my guilty tongue, 

And die in peace ?—And ſhall I then confeſs 

Such unexampled guilt ? That, ſhame forbids, — 

And ſhall they triumph o'er th' untimely grave 

Of miſerable Bertha ?— Shall I join 
Their hands and fall a ſacrifice, to grace 
The nuptial rites If I muſt fall, and ſure 
Tis ſo decreed, their fall ſhall ſweeten mine.— 
Whene'er we doubt and heſitate on ill, 
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The tempting fiend ſtill ſets before our eyes, 


And places in our reach apt inſtruments, 


That court our hand and make * ſure. 


For lo, this Sigebert. 


P 


BerTHA and S1GEBERT-. 


The king of Anglia 


Was here ev'n now, and, with him, Offa's daughter, 


Regardleſs of her father's curſe denounc'd 
On converſe with his foe. 
Sige. Much danger hence 


To Mercia's king reſults; for though, by nature, 


The princeſs to her fire is dutiful, 

Yet what the wiles of Ethelbert may work, 
Moulding her to his wiſhes, well and juſtly 
May raiſe ſuſpicion. 

Ber. Well, indeed, and juſtly — 
Precarious is the life of Mercia's king, 
While Ethelbert ſurvives. I have employ'd 
My utmoſt pow'r, entreaties, arguments, 
Tears and reproaches, but in vain. His ſoul 
Uncertain veers, irreſolution ſtrange 


And to his nature foreign. 


40 
Sige. Offa comes. 

Slow and reluctant is he, to complete. 

What prudence dictates, and alone can give 

Stability to greatneſs. Yet my voice 

Hath rous'd a ſpirit of ſublime ambition, 

And godlike thirſt of rule. Mine be the care, 

To guard his heart, and ſtifle, in the birth, 

Compunctious viſitings. ; 
Ber. No, *twere a deed, 

To pull down curſes—do not yet, to ſee 

Their wiſhes crown'd, each in the other bleſt !— 

I cannot bear it. —Sigebert, thy zeal 

For Offa's life deſerves deſtruction ſeize 

Both thee, and me, and all the world—my brain 

Is ſtung—and now it flames and burſts in chaos. 

[Exit, 


SCENE 


Orra and S1GEBERT. 
The former ſeems wwrapt in thought. 
Offa. What can the fury of her ſpeech E J ” [afide. 


What wild unwonted rage o'erwhelms her reaſon ! 
But mutable, as ſhifting clouds, and void | 


- 


Of form, as they, is woman's vagrant mind. 
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And vain the labour were, to fathom it, 

With reaſon's plummet. Now, an higher care 
Demands my thoughts; for ſee the king approach. 
Offa. Could I recall times paſt—o Offa, Offa, 
The laſt two hours !—How are thy laurels ſtain'd, 
With perfidy and murder !—Murderer ! | 

My ſoul revolts againſt that ſound. —A murderer! 


Yet why ?—Tis juſtice—Ethelbert contrives 

Againſt my life. — So runs the ſpecious tale. 

But then what proof? — And ſhall a mere ſurmiſe, 

An hearſay from a woman's tongue, which oft : 

Deals forth, as certainties, the vain illuſions 

Bred in the ſpeaker's mind, and ſictions forg'd 

Or truth with falſhood colour'd and depray'd.— 

O Siebert. | [Seeing Sigebert. 
Sige. What would my royal lord? | 
. What mandate haſt thou giv'n to warlike Ella 

And yet I know too well. Thou need'ſt not ſpeak, 


And I ſhould bluſh to hear. 


Sige. My gracious lord, 
Such mandate, as the mighty work in hand 


Requires, was giv'n ; and, left his diligence 


Should fail, like ſervices were giv'n in charge, 


To ſome of truth approv'd ; and if their zeal— 
Offa. I know what thou wouldit ſay ; but hear'n forefend, 


Their zeal were all ſo prompt, We will recall 


The cruel mandate. 


REI IE LIE Dd IA n PPV 
1 OO EOS EE LF onus ß r * II I ED I ENT 8 
f 3 8 
n 


* * 29 = 
. 
8 _ED L4 


151 

Sige. Firſt reflect my lord 
Ere this your troops, with rapid march poſſeſs 
The plains of Anglia. Is young Ethelbert 
A ſpirit, that will tamely yield a kingdom, 
In long ſucceſſion heir d? Or bear the wrongs 
Which thou haſt oſſer d Goaded by revenge, 
To more than common daring, he will prove 
A foe moſt formidable ? 
Oi. Tis too true. 
Heav'ns, what a web of cruelty and guilt, 
The firſt injuſtice weaves ! 

Sige. This very hour | 
Elfrida joins his flight. My faithful ſpies 


O'erheard their am'rous parley. With what force, 


He bears her hence ; what refuge hath prepar'd, 

Where ſafely ſhe may wait, while he, in arms, 

Purſues her father's life. | 
a. It is enough. 

This hour he dies, My diſobedient child, 

In living death, within a cleiſter's walls, 

And penitential works ſhall meditate 

A father's curſe fulfill d. Thou, Sigebert, 


This night's great bus'nefs govern. Let my troops | 


Poſſeſs each avenue, that from the palace, 


Towards Anglia lead; that none unqueſtion'd paſs. 


The reſt thou knowſt ; and I may truſt thy zeal. 


[Exit Sigebert. 
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But Juſtus comes, religion on his brow, 
And gentle wiſdom beaming from his eye.— 
Thy looks are clouded ; tell me, holy man, 


What deed of outrage, cruelty, or fraud, 


Hath vex'd thy righteous ſoul, that Offa's hand 
May reach th* offender, and th' offended cheer 
With retribution ample. 
Fuft. Aſk thy ſelf, 
O king! Thy fin is great. Think not my tongue 
Can gloze with flattery. IIl it would become 
The man, whoſe days are conſecrate to heav'n, 
To fear the pow'rs of earth. What can thy wrath, 
But ſpeed an old man's journey to the place 
Where long his heart and hopes have dwelt before him. 
Oha. Oh rev'rend Juſtus, thy reproving tongue 
Hath ever licence; for I know that zeal 


In virtue's cauſe, not bitterneſs of heart, 


Inſpires thy words. The pow'r, to whom thy vows 


And oraiſons are paid, in mercy, ſends thee 
To call the wanderers home. Thy friendly wounds, 
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Like thoſe proceeding from the leech's hand, 
Give health to ſouls diſeas d | 

uſt. Hear then, O king, 
And treble. — How's begins, this very hour, 
Io viſit thine offences. For the queen— 
I will not veil or palliate the horrors, 
Theſe eyes have view'd, but rather urge them home, 
To ſtrike thine heart. 

Ha. Saidſt thou our queen? That.blow 
Would fall, indeed, moſt heavy. For what horrors 
Wouldſt thou prepare me — Speak, and yet I tremble, 
And fain would ſhun the tale, I needs muſt learn. 

Justi. A dreadful monument of wrath divine, 
Your queen now preſſes to the fatal bourne, 
Where ſinners meet their doom. 

. What ?—How ?—Oh fly, 
Oh ſave and guard her. All that Mercia holds 
Of dear and precious ſhall be ſacrific'd —— 
Oh let me haſte. | 

Jul. No, ſpare thy heart that pang ; 
Thy guilt is great; yet, would the fight of Bertha 
So rend thy heart-ſtrings, that the chaſtiſement 
Were ev'n too cruel. | 

Offa. I fly, to prove the worſt. 
The voice, the looks, the ſoothing cares of love 
Aſſuage the ſierceſt pangs. 

Fuft. All aid is vain. 
She cannot know thy love, or feel thy cares. 
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Reaſon hath left her ſeat. This very hour, ; 2 
Conſcious of cruel wrong, by forg'd ſuggeſtion | Ia fi 

And falſhoods vile, to royal Ethelbert, Begi 
With which, it ſeems, your ear the had abus 'd, Wn Loo! 
And wranghr you to contrive his death, the thought 7 
Became too grievous for her burthen'd ſoul. — | f Ave 

3 8 To her diſtracted ſenſe the bleeding form B. 
Of Aoglia's king ſtill preſent, goaded her, Fray 
With ſcorpion ſting ſo keen, that, in the rage | | Thir 
And whirlwind of deſpair, ſhe ſwallow'd poiſon, The 

Oh gracious heav'n ! She's here, with ſtrength renew'd, | Oh | 
From deadly languor.— Now prepare thyſelf, Will 

For horrors, which the tongue of man muſt fail Son 

Jo paint: and only guilt, like hers, can know, And 

| Snat 

| Whe 
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= | | Shal 

Arn diſtradted; Or ra, JusTvs, ATTENDANTS, Cone 

| The 

Ber I've drank the cup of paſſion.— Like the bane | The 

Of ſubtleſt venom, it dries up my blood, | I bu 
And courſes nimbly through the empty veins, — _ 7 O'er 
| It flaſhes on my brain, conſumes my heart, 5 | And 
And hunts, from ſeat to ſeat, the failing ſenſe. | | Oft 

I know thee well, thou art a murderer. | L. Offa. The 
Thy hands are red ;—the blood of Ethelbert | | | Shall 


Is on them ! 


A ODE eee 
8 e eee, F 4 
IS a8 — 


FR 
1 "Ts 3 


„ | ; 
Offa. Now, indeed, I feel my crime, 8 
In full deformity. This woman's pangs 
Begin my puniſhment. Peace Bertha, ſpeak, 
Look up. — She knows me not. | 
Jul. Oh, ſuch a ſcene | | 
Avert from chriſtian ſouls, ye pow'rs of grace. 
Ber. Ha! hat art thou? Some meſſenger from heav'n, 
Fraught with glad tidings ? Such thy hoary hairs, 
Thine awful looks, and rev'rend garb beſpeax.— 
The band of vengeance preſſes on my head 
Oh ſave me, ſave me. Tell me, if thou canſt, 
Will ſhrift and penance waſh away my ſtain ? 
Son of religion, tell me, ſhould I fly 
And graſp the altar, will th' avenging arm 
Snatch me from thence ? Q hide me in the cloiſters, 
Where meek-eyed ſiſters chant the matin ſong, : 
With unpolluted lips. When Ethelbert 
Shall come to ſeek me, let a ſnowy veil, 
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Conceal my lineaments; and to my boſom 
The ſacred croſs I'll train ; and on my fingers 
The roſary ſhall hang to cheat his eye. — 

I burn, 1 bura.—O lay me where the bank 
O'erhangs the ſtream, where guſhing waters ſound, 
And waving poplars imitate the voice 

Of tinnd lovers, whiſp'ring in the duſk ; 

There, the cool ruſhing of the weſtern gale 

Shall fan my raging ſoul. My lips ſhall drink 
The dew-drops, as they fall, to quench their fire. 
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Ofa. Oh bear her hence; and ſooth, with tend'reſt care, 
Her wand'ring mind. As idle ſounds receive, 
Wild and unfounded, what her frenzy utters. 

Ber. Oh king of Anglia, ſtay. There, there, in flames 
He paſs'd, riding the metcors of the north. 
Come, come ; give me your wings ye winds — U riſe, 
And now, I mingle with the clouds. Burſt, burſt, 
And whelm me in a deluge. Waſh away 
All ſenſe, all thought, all memory of paſt. 
Hark, hark; 
Yet ſoft, I may not. My diſaſtrous love 
Kills where it follows. I deſtroy'd thee Ethelbert 
Off, off, vile trappings of unſeemly duſt ! 
The fiends are here. They drag me to my doom. 
The ſulphur flames, the king of terror calls, 0 
From his infernal throne, in thunder calls. 
I come I fly—Hell! hell! I'm wholly thine. 


he calls again. —I follow thee. 


[ She is borne off the lage. 


«CEN © 


Orra and SIGEBERT. 


Sige. My lord, the king of Anglia and your daughter, 
Eluding our beſt diligence, are fled ; 
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But doubt not, that this night from Ethelbert, 
So well I have provided, takes alike 
The pow'r and will to trouble your repoſe. 

Offa. Hence from my preſence, hence, thou haggard miſchief 
And may diſeaſes, loathed as thy form, f 
And as thine actions foul, conſume the remnant : 

Of thy pernicious life. This work is thine. b 

Sige. Are theſe the fruits of all my labour'd ſchemes ? 
Have I for this, with watchful nights, conſum'd 
This feeble frame, and worn the day in muſing, 

Of food and eaſe unmindful ). Be the fool 
Accurſt, who treads the labyrinth of courts ; 
And doubly curſt th' ambitious ſlave, who ſells 
His peace and virtue, for a ſtateſman's name. | 

Offa. I've ſinn'd beyond redemption. Never more 
Shall Offa's ſoul know reſt, if Ethelbert — | 
That thought were madneſs. —Fly,---recall our troops, 
Prepare my fleeteſt ſteed.Ourſelf will fly, 

To ſeek that injur'd youth---This arm ſhall guard him. 
Elfrida ſhall be his. This very night, 

With nuptial benediction, will I join 

Their plighted hands.---I know his noble nature 

| Retains not anger.——He ſhall be my ſon, 

Dear as young Ethelred.---In fight of heav n, 

I ſwear a ſolemn league of amity, 

Between our kingdoms. Never ſhall my ſword 

Be drawn in wars unjuſt. Ambition's glare 


Shall dazzle me no more ; but works ot peace - 
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And mercy ſhall obtain th* unfaded palm, 
' Whoſe wreath outſhines the laurel ſtain'd in blood. 


Acer. SCENE L 


Night.—A gloomy foreſt with a cave ; thunder and lightning. 


ETHELBERT, ELyrrinda, ALWiINA, Enra and ATTENDANTS. 


ErngTlzERT. 


ALAS ! you faint Elfrida, let us ſeek 
Reſt for your weary limbs. There is a cave, 
That ſeems, by nature, form'd for hapleſs love 
A friendly harbour. Thither let us tend. 
The gleaming fires, that run along the ou. 
Will guide our ſteps. 

Ella. Forgive thy ſervant's nds 
Due weſt from hence, the hermit's dwelling lies, 
Not many leagues ; and, could we reach that place, 
We were in ſafety. Compaſs'd as we are 
With Offa's ſquadrons, on the ſtorm and darkneſs 
Depend our hopes of flight. The morning's dawa | 
Will ſoon o'ertake us, for the ſtar that reigns | 


 [Exeunt. 
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At midnight in the zenith, ere the tempeſt 
| Began to rage, ſtood o'er our heads direct. 

Ethel. Ebba, I thank thy love; but fear and toil 
So preſs Elfrida, that her ſtrength would fail, 
Should we proceed. 

Alw. Alas, my gracious lord, 

For pity ſeek yon cave : the night is fearful. 

Along our horſes backs, in unctuous ſtreams, 

The fiery vapours ran, blaz'd on their heads, 

Or kindled thro' their manes—hark, hark, that peal 


Of volley'd thunder !—Heav'n, in mercy, ſpare us! 


Ethel. All nature's bonds are loofe. The elements, 


Abſolv'd from their allegiance to her laws, 
Uſurp each other's place, and wildly wage 
Inteſtine war; or, more portentous, meet 
And blend in league ill-ſorted and diſcordant. 
Now lightning fills the air, now, mix'd with rain,, 
The ſhooting meteors fall, an horrid ſhow'r 
Of fire and water ſcarce diſtinguiſhable. 
| Wherc'er we turn, the failing earth recedes. 
All is a watry waſte. The howling wind 
Ploughs up the liquid plain, and whirls it round, 
In ftormy fleet. | 

EIF. My deareſt Ethelbert, 
5 Excuſe a woman's weakneſs, that my heart, 
Though thou art near me, ſinks beneath the terrors 
Of this moſt dreadful night, —1 would not fear, 
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| My ſoul is manly, but my woman's frame, 
Feeble and frail, ſpite of my beſt reſolves, 
Depreſſes it, and I could melt in tears. 
| Ethel. My love, what have you ſuffer'd !—and for me 
As through the woods we paſs'd, the tangled boughs 
Thy garments rent, and bruis'd thy tender limbs, 
And caught thy beauteous treſſes. From thy locks 
The drifted rain diſtils. Thy lover's' hands 
Shall preſs the moiſture forth, and o'er his heart 
The flowing gold expand. Soon, ſhall the warmth 
Of this fond boſom dry it. Let my train 
Colle& the wither'd leaves and branches ſere, | 
Scatter'd around this cave, and bid them flame 
To comfort her chill'd limbs. 

EIf. See, here are feats 
Diſpos'd by nature's hand. The ſhelving rock, 
Commodious bench, projects, with downy moſs, 
Violet, and ſcented thyme, and tufted graſs 
O' er grown; and mantling o'er the rugged walls, 
The creeping ivy ſpreads her tapeſtry, 
Of bright and gloſſy green“. After the toils 
Of night, this humble cave a palace ſeems, 


* It may be aſked, how could Elfrida ſee all this,”as it was dark night? 


I anſwer, by the gleam of the meteors and coruſcations, that inceſſantly 
filled the air; and beſides, by this time, the train of Ethelbert 
might have ſtruck a light, to make a fire, as they were directed to do 
by him. - 
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With thee, my Ethelbert, whoſe gentle ſmile 
Can ev'ry ſtate endear, and ev'ry ſcene. 

Ethel. What ſufferings hath heroic love endur'd !— 
My heart bleeds for them. Thou vert ever nurſt 
In pleaſure's lap, and fondly lov'd, and cheriſh'd, 
And never felt rude blaſt or driving rain, 

Or knew but ſoft delights and golden eaſe, 

Such as a palace yields. To bear all. this !— 

Which well might foil the ſtrength and fortitude | 

Of hardy ſoldiers. Sure, the life of Ethelbert, 
Should it exceed the common ſpace allow'd 

To man, and all be ſpent in tender cares, 

And fond obſervances, would prove too ſhort 

To ſhow my gratitude. 

EIf. All words and acts 
Are infinitely weak, and fail to ſhow : 
What thine Elfrida feels. The more I ſtrive 
To place my heart before thee, that thine eyes 
May read its thoughts, the more expreſſion fails. — 
Sure I was born in ſome ill-omen'd hour, | 
For thy deſtruction. *T'was this fatal form 
That lur'd thy ſteps to Mercia. Twas this form 
That arm'd my father's hand to injure thee. 

This form laid Anglia waſte. This fatal form 
Expoſes thee to the relentleſs rage 
And perils of this night. 

Ethel. My deareſt, beſt, 

| Ev toils and ſufferings may become delightful ; 
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That draw forth gentle offices of kindneſs, 


From thoſe we love. 
EBba. My lord, this boding heart 
Tells me we are purſued ; at intervals, 
When the fell whirlwinds intermit their howl, 
And thunders ceaſe to roar, methinks, I hear 


The ſound of horſe; and once, with 3 tone, 
A bugle ſounded. 


Ethel. Haply, through the * 


Some foreſter belated ſeeks his way, 
Entangled and alone.—Yet, leſt the foe 


Unguarded find us, let our ſcouts advance.— 

Thou, Ebba, to the weſtern path, that points 
Towards Juſtus? dwelling ;—Oſbert, to the north; 
Morcar and Siward watch, with ſtrict obſervance, 


The ſouth and eaſt. 7 

| [Exeunt Ebba, &c. 
Elf. The lightnings ceaſe to flaſh, 

A tender gleam of gray imperfect light 

Struggles for birth, and ftreaks the leaden eaſt, 


Forerunner of the morning. — May the dawn, 


On gold and purple wings, waft peace and joy 
Io my dear Ethelbert. 


[Ebba returns. 


Ethel. What tidings, Ebba ? 
Elba. Our ſcout, advanc'd, can hear the voice of men 


Approaching through the ſhade ; and once the gleam 
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Of flaſhing light, repell'd from burniſh'd arms, 
Shot fearful on his eyes. 
EIf. Oh moſt undone.— 
My lord, my Ethelbert, where ſhall we fly ?— 
My father comes. Oh ſave me from his rage. 
He tears, he tears, thee from me.—Let us grow together 


Thus, thus. No more to part. 


Ethel. Prepare, to give [to his train. 
Our enemies ſuch welcome, as a foe 
Should meet from valiant men. —Forbear, my love, 
Oh cling not thus around me. On my arm 
Our future hopes depend. This very now, 
This precious moment, labours with our doom. 


Well us'd, it gives to all our future lives 


Security and love. —Muſt 1, then, fly 
From thine embraces? Muſt I break the claſps 


Of thine encircling arms ? 
Elf. Yes, go, my warrior, 
And ſtrength and victory ſit on thy helm. 
Yet, in the fight, for poor Elfrida's lake, 
Be careful of thy life; and ſhouldſt thou meet, 


Amidſt the hoſtile bands, my cruel father, 


Oh think on me, think on this faithful breaſt, 
And ſpare his rey'rend head. I know, the thought 
Will ſtay the ſword, uplifted for his fate. 
Muſt you then leave me? 
Ethel. Better, ſeek the danger, 
Than tamely wait its coming. Valiant Ebba, 
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Remain thou here 5 an honourable charge, 

My lov'd Elfrida, to thy care I give 

And leaving thee, I march with confidence ; 
For well I know, no harm will reach her breaſt, 
But through thine own, Lead on to victory. 


$ CER 


ELraida, ALwixa, and Enna. 


EIf. Say, gentle friends, do you not hope my lord 
Will vanquiſh theſe aſſailants Why, I know not, 
But ſure my heart beats high, with lively cheer, 
And preſages of good.] did not think 
I could have borne to ſee my Ethelbert 
Go forth to battle; but I know that heav'n, 

If ever it rewarded, here on earth, 

The good with favour, will protect his life, 
Palſy the hands, and blunt the ſword and ſpear, 
That ſeek his gentle breaft. | 85 

Alz. Ves, deareſt princeſs, 

Heav'n will protect the virtuous Ethelbert, 
From hoſtile rage. His life is due to man, 
A pattern of perfection. He ſhall live, 
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To hold a mirror of connubial love 
And faith unſtain'd to ages yet unborn. 

Elf. My poor Alwina, thine advent'rous love 
Hath all thy hopes reſign'd, to follow one 
Whoſe gratitude can ill requite thy cares. - 
But fortune, yet, may ſmile ; and happy days 
In Anglia wait us. Mean while, let thy kindneſs 
Recorded live, in fond remembrance here. 

Elba. Doubt not my lord will conquer; for his train, 
Of worth approv'd and-hardihood, to quell 
Tenfold their number of the mercian bands, 
Excited by a monarch's voice and arm, 
Belov'd like Ethelbert, will deeds atchieve | 
Beyond the ſtrength of man, —Speak, warlike form. 


WL 84 - 


Enter, to them, a Mes$tncGer. 


Advance not, on thy peril, ere thy tongue 

Unfolds what errand bids thee through the gloom, 
With vent'rous footſteps, dare the hideous wild, 

And this more hideous ſtorm. Though worn and fore 
With toil thou ſeem'ſt, a wild and eager joy , 
Peers through thine eyes. What art thou ? | 
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3 | To royal Ethelbert, I come from Ardulf, — aig 
91 All night, with weary ſteps, I've journey d. Oft, y y 
. Encount' ring with the mercian force, 1 ſcap'd, | 
A Through favour of the darkneſs, and trac'd back 
My ſteps with painful circuit. Deep moraſs | 
| Ofttimes my feet entangled ; oft the gulph 
| Of ſome ſtill-wand'ring ſtream, with ſudden plunge | 
| | O'erwhelm'd, receiv'd me. Oft I ſcal'd, with pain, 
| ö The ſteep impending crags. But all my toils 
| Are fully recompens d. I now ſhall ſee 
My king, and cheer his ſoul with joyful tidings. 
Elba. Our lord is gone to battle; but this princeſs M 
Takes a dear int'reſt in whate'er befalls So fa 
The king of Anglia. What 
Elf. Here, repoſe thyſelf. Wou 
I ſee thee ſpent with labour. If thou bring'ſt 2 
Aught good or happy, ſpeak it; for my ſoul a A s 
Requires the healing balm of gladſome news. * 
But hark, a trumpet ſounds. A par 
Elba. It is my lord's ; Than 
Our band returns. 08 
E,. Oh god, oh god, protect With 
My deareſt Ethelbert! He comes, he comes. — | Er From 
I tremble, but not with terror. Ves, theſe yes, Me 
Again, ſhall gaze on him, theſe eager arms Deſer 
Claſp him again, and ſtrain him to my heart.— Colles 
I will go meet him; — lead me, lead me, Ebba. Rally 
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Support my ſteps,—Alwina, to thy care, 
That ſtranger 1 commend ; an hour of leiſure 
ie ſerve his tidings. Hark, again, the trumpet. 
[Execunt Elfrida and * 


8s © „ »ͤ 1. 


ALwina and MessExGER, 


Mag. How bleſt is Anglia's monarch, in a dame 
So fair and exquiſite. Say, gentle maid, 
What ſubje&s zealous for their prince's weal 

Would gladly learn, her name and origin. 

Alw. Moſt freely, ſtranger, ſhe is call'd Elfrida, 

To Mercia's warlike king ſhe owes her birth. 

But fairer than her charms, although ſhe ſhines 

A paragon of beauty, brighter far 

Than royal lineage is her virtuous fame. 

Thou, in return, diſcloſe what welcome tidings, 
With ſpeed unwonted, urg'd thy painful ſteps 

From Anglia hither. 

Maß. Could I fly, the tidings 

Deſerv'd a falcon's wing. Know, faithful Ardulf, 
Collecting a ſmall band of vet'ran troops, 
Rally'd the fugitive and poor remains 
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Of Mercia's victory; and, with forc'd march, 


Surpris'd the invaders in their camp ſupine, = 
Lull'd in the wantonneſs of ſtrength, and ſcorning 3 
A routed foe, The conſlict held not long: 
Some fled diſarm'd ; ſome, in the neighb'ring ſtream A 
For ſafety plung'd, and found a wat'ry death ; MD 
Some, with their arms at random caught, and armour T 
| Unſitted and unbrac'd, a feeble fight C 
| Eſſay d at diſtance ; but, full ſoon, the ſword V 
| Of valiant Ardulf, thund' ring on their creſts, A 
A gen'ral rout compell'd. | A 
| Ale. Liſt, liſt, methinks O 
A} I hear the ſhouts of battle; mix'd, they riſe 
| ; With yelling whirlwinds. Now, the clang of arms 
Comes pealing on mine ear. - | 1 7 8 | Se 
| Mr. Thou art deceiv'd. et . O 
*Tis but the wind, among the giant limbs Cc 
| Of theſe huge oaks ; they toſs their knotty boughs, T. 
And imitate the ſound of claſhing ſwords, L. 
Or ſhield to ſhield oppos'd. —My lord, my king. B. 
ü Os | W 
8 8 N V. 7. 
W 
Enter, to them, GT ſupported by Kaus, with v 
| ELTRIDA. | * 
Ethel. Oh 'twas a glorious night. Well have I fleſh'd Co 
My ſword. This turn,—0 fortune, thou wert juſt, | : 1 
| 


And crown'd the righteous cauſe, 
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EF. Still, ftill, you bleed, — 
I feel the warm tide guſhing, Let me tear 
Theſe robes, theſe treſſes, to bind up your wound. 
Ethel. 1 am not hurt, my love, I muſt be well 
And happy near thee.—Long the mercian chief, 
Held vict ry doubtful.— Twas a lucky blow, 
That clove his caſque. On ev'ry fide, his train, 
Confounded, fled, as if th' eternal arm | 
Was bar'd to ſmite them. Then, my ravag'd plains 


And ſubjects murder'd crowded on my mind, 
And bath'd my ſword in vengeance. As he fled, 
One coward turn'd, and ſent an arrow back. 
Mg. May heav'n, with vengeance, mark the caitiff wretch, 
Ethel. Yet ſure I thank him. To that ſhaft, I owe 


Senſations, ſweeter than I knew before. 

Oh when my dear Elfrida's flow'r-ſoft hands, 
Cold, ſmooth, and white as lilies, touch'd my arm, 
To draw the bearded ſteel, methinks, my heart 
Leap'd bounding to the place, to meet her touch; 


But when the ſoft warm coral of her lips 

Was to the wound apply'd, from ev'ry part 

The hurried ſpirits crowded ; ſoul and ſenſe 

Were centred there, and all my frame beſide 

Was but a rigid monumental form. —_ 

Oh perfect happineſs Such full content 

Complete and abſolute I could have died.— 
EIf. No, live and love, and make Elfrida bleſt, 

Who knows nor joy nor earthly good without thee. 
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Fer only name for happineſs is Ethelbert.— 
And, more to glad thee, ſee this gallant ſtranger, | 
He brings thee welcome tidings. 

M. 1 am come, 
To tell my lord he reigns again in Anglia. 
Ardulf, triumphant o'er the foe, by me, 
Greets thee, and bids thee haſte, with beſt diſpatch 
To join thy force to his, which ev'ry hour | 
Swells with new levies. : 

Ethel. Now I am indeed 
A monarch. Twice, to brave and loyal Ardulf, 
Stand I indebted for a crown. Elfrida, 
Said I not hope and ſmiling days ſhould yet 
Await us? | 

Ebba. Arm, my lord, a pow'rful band 
Approaches; if mine eye deceives me not, 


Their chief is Mercia's king. 


$ CEN," 


Enter, to them, Or ra, with JusTus and ATTENDANTS. 


— 


Offa. Ye gallant Saxons, 
Prepare not for defence. No hoſtile purpoſe 
Is mine. I come a meſſenger of peace, 
O prince, you ſee a royal ſuppliant here, 
Who work'd thee cruel wrong; but happier thou, 
The injur'd, than th' injurious; for the wound 
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Of guilt will prove intolerable, unleſs 


Thy pardon heal. Lower to thee I bend, 
Than Offa thought, he ever ſhould to man. 
But, next to virtue pure, 'tis nobleneſs 

To mourn a fault, and ſeek, by reparation, 


To cancel paſt offences. 


Ethel. O my father, 


For, by that dear and venerable name, 

I now may call thee, bend not thus to me, 
Whom beſt the poſture ſuits, thy ſon, by duty 
As by the ties of dear and fond alliance. 


My pardon—rather ſay my gratitude. 


Paſt ſceming wrongs as benefits appear, 
That ſwell and double thus the preſent joy. 
a. My child, Elfrida, fear not now my curſe, 
For converſe held with Ethelbert. | Thy father, 
By this embrace, abſolves thee. Smiling days 
And mutual love await you. I am come, 
To join the plighted hands, and faithful hearts, 
I vainly ſtrove to ſever. I have wak'd 
As from an horrid dream ; and now [ loath 


My own ambition. On the precipice, 


My foot was timely ſtay'd. Unhappy Bertha 
 Ruſh'd furious on, and periſh'd in th' abyſs. 
Ethel. What ?—Periſh'd ſay ſt thou. When? How? Righ- 


teous heav'n! 


a. Ves; Bertha is no more. But think not of her, 
It were a tale too dreadful for thine ear; 


* 


Nor could I bear it ; *twould, with grief renew'd, 


Convulſe my heart, —Now, let us fix our eyes 

On bright and ſmiling proſpects. All my wiſh 

Is to repair the paſt. With homeward ſteps, 

Ev'n now, my troops from Anglia bend their march, 
And whatſoever wrongs thy people felt, | | 


In perſon or poſſeſſion, from their inroad, 


Be tenfold recompens'd. 
EIf. Yes, I do wake. — 


My words by wonder, doubt, and fear ape 


At laſt find way.— My father, o my father, 
Beſt, deareſt, kindeſt.— On her knees, Elfrida 
Blefſes, and thanks thee ; thanks with guſhing tears 
But not of grief.—O 1 have much endur'd ! 
But this, this goodneſs, over-pays it all. 
Ofa. Riſe, daughter ; king of Anglia, take her hand. 
The heav'ns rain bleſſings on you, that your joys 
May be proverbial, and ſucceeding times, 


When they would carry benediction high, 


As human voice can utter, to their darlings 
May ſay, © be happy, as the gentle prince 
That wedded Offa's daughter.” May your children 
Cling round theſe knees, when failing age, from war, 
And manly ſports, ſhall hold me priſoner, | 
Play with my ſilver beard, and, with their prattle, 
Deceive the weary hours of life's decline. 

Ef. Ah me for pity ! wretched that I am! 
Look up, my lord, oh he is ſick to death! 
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Thy gentle head. — Help, help !—Oh heav'n, he faints; 


| Darted from angry heav'n ; not rocking earth, 
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Unuſual chillneſs ſeizes him; his brow 

Is cold and damp ; his face is deadly pale,— 

Oh let me chafe thy hands in mine ; and bid 

The genial warmth return. Come, fit thee down; 
On thine Elfrida's faithful breaſt recline 


- Ethel. It is too late. The dart, that pierc'd my arm, 
Was dipt in poiſon. Pangs, fierce burning pangs, | 
Throb eager at the wound, convulſe my frame, 

And ſhake my lab'ring heart. I pant I gaſp— 
E. Oh ſounds of horror, Not the volley'd fire, 


Trembling and heaving, with her inborn flame, 

Would ſo confound me. But thou ſhalt not die, — 

Or if thou muſt, yet, ſtay for thine Elfrida ! 

I feel the venom too.—My ſoul ſtands plum d, 

To ſhare thy flight ennobled and complete, 

This hour ſhall crown our loves ; for, at my heart 

The buſy poiſon works. | | 
_ Fihel. Oh talk not thus.— . | 
Now death has ſtings, indeed. — Thy tears and cries, | 

Thy parting agonies, unman my heart. 

Angels, that hover round us, ſooth her grief, 

Bring heav'nly balm and healing on your wings, 

Shade her from fieree impatience and deſpair.— 

Ah little does the know the rending pangs, ide. 
That throb and agonize in ev'ry nerve. | 
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Inſufferable torments ! How the ſtreams 

Of molten lead devour my vitals up ! — 

My blood is flaming ſulphur, my parch'd lips 

A glowing furnace ; and my fiery breath 

A blaſting exhalation !—Oh death, death, 

Wilt thou not fold me in thine icy arms !— 
Offa. My child, Elfrida, to thy heart ſpeak comfort. 
Elf. Comfort II know not, now, what comfort means. 

The day is cloſe ſhut in, and now, for night, 

A dread and gloomy night bedew'd with gore. 

See here, ſee here. Thou haſt deftroy'd a youth, 

Whoſe ſingle worth the kings of earth outweighs. 
Ya. "Tis juſt, o god, *tis juſt, i bear all this! 

All this, and more. Theſe are my fatal works. 

"Tis fit, I ſhould become the verieſt wretch, 

That ever crawl'd and agoniz'd on earth; 

Stript of my grandeur by th? uſurper's hand ; 

Deſpis'd and abject! Give me, o ye pow'rs, 

A ſtrong enduring heart, and patience firm, 

To bear my lot of torments, which ſhall riſe, 

If juſtice dwells above, o'er human woes, 


To reach a height ſtupendous as my crimes ! 


_ Ethel. Be patient, king, thy ſorrow comes too late. : 
Th' almighty doom is paſt. It was decreed, | 
That Ethelbert ſhould fall. But, for my ſake,— 

' Tis all th' atonement thou can'ſt make my ſhade, 
Be kind to poor Elfrida !—At the paſt 
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Twere yain to murmur, Earthly things have loſt 


Their influence o'er my ſoul. Here I am weak 


And here alone. Fairer to me thou ſeem'ſt, 
As at this ſolemn hour, I gaze my laſt, 
Than, in the ſoft enchanted days of peace, 
When firſt 1 loy'd thee !—Feel my burſting heart ; 
It throbs within my breaſt to blend with thine !— 
My pangs are fled, a ſweet and bleſſed calm 
My being melts in gentle languiſhment. 

EIf. T am not thunder ſtruck, I ſtill can ſpeak, 
And gaze abroad, and ſee my wretchedneſs.— 
My Ethelbert, —he's fled—he anſwers not.— — 


Fled, like a viſion, —but I am refign'd, — 


My love thou art at reſt—o when ſhall death ?— 

| Ethel. That tuneful voice recall'd my parting foul. — 
Farewell but not for erer.— Gtacious heav'n! 
Sure, we ſhall meet, —and yet I am- thou know'ſt— 
Heav'n, heav'n, receive and TP RT, - his heart — farewell, 
The grave's deep ſilence ſhall ſend forth a voice 
| | [ Dies. 


ELlrsipa, after gazing a long time on Ethelbert, as ſhe Handl. 
over his body, with folded arms, fits docun on the earth. 


Here will I fit, a monument of woe, 


Which men ſhall come to gaze upon with wonder, 


I will not ſhare my proud ambitious grief, 


** 


n 
* * 5 
N 


: 
Dee 
r ayer abc miner, CC 
* 
La * 
RET n OS br yt - 8 ” ; I.” 
1 o RES 1% UE OTOL ee E * 8 . 
ha = « [7 - 3% SS e * — * * EI EE 
— we. ; 


FER 
r 


5 e 
n 


— 


rr 


MOEN NY 


rr 2 . 
r 


mou 


rr, 


— 2 — 
r 3 


n 


3 $-- 


n 


4 x — 2 ůů I 
— — — — Ces <> ddd rwoyihh OE NR eee 
— — » - 8 vo» Nr DDr eo nee ent BO > a tte r — — * „ IE. eee 


5 
n bs iy 
rs 


176 f 
Ev'n with the nobleſt of the race. My ſighs 
In diſtant ſolitary pomp ſhall heave ; 


For never ſorrow had ſo great a theme, 


So full, ſo fair, ſo high. Break, break, my heart, 
Sooner than ſpare an atom of thy freight. 


Here is a pang that ſcorns the aid of words, 


And groans and cries, the common forms of grief. - 
Silence ſhall ſpeak it beſt, theſe rigid nerves, 
Eyes fix d, and limbs unmov d, but chiefly death. — 
Earth reels and ſtaggers;— down a depth immenſe, 

I fink—--I fink--commir'd in giddy whirls, 

How all things round me ſwim in formleſs miſt ! 
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Eyes gaze your laſt—crack eyeſtrings-—and break heart. 


"Tis paſt-—'tis done—-receive me, Ethelbert ! 


Tuſlus. Why is the barren tribute of a tear, 
All 1 can pay to love and innocence ? 


Eſtrang'd from human life, and all its cares, 


In calm religion's port, this ſight of woe 


Jo mortal ſorrows drags me back again, 


Renews the warmth and bleeding ſympathy 
Of early life. Reſtrain thy tears, o king z 
They flow in vain. | 

Offa. And therefore 'tis they flow. 
I ama wretch, indeed, abandon'd moſt 
Of every guardian pow'r. Vet am I firm 
"Midi ſierceſt pangs. I wonder at myſelf, 


That reaſon keeps her hold, with eyes unmov'd, 


I Dies. 
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To view the miſchiefs I have caus'd, — the wreck 
Of all moſt noble, amiable, and good, - 
In human-kind, by theſe accurſed hands.--- 
My ſweet Elfrida, in the flow'r and prime 
Of bloomy youth. The gentle Ethelbert, 
The boaſt of Britain's iſle !--Whar force withholds 

This raſh unhappy hand, that, with a blow, 

It ſhould not break the cords of miſery, 

That ſtraĩo me on the rack, and bid me ſleep ? 
 Fuſtus. Forbear, o monarch ; ſuch deſponding words 
Diſparage manhood, and renounce the duty 
Thy ſubjects challenge. Twere a bold rebellion 
Againſt thy maker. Wouldſt thou kill thy mind, 
With all her eagle brood of noble aims ? 

Let works of mercy, piety, and peace 
Redeem thy guilt; and thou fhalt be forgiv'n. 
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LETTER TO A FRIEND, 
ON THE SUBJECT OF THE 


SAXON PRINCES. 


THE dramatic piece, which accompanies this letter, was the pro- 
duction of an early part of my life; it lay long covered with the duſt of 
oblivion ; and was remembered, only, to be deſtroyed ; had not the 
interference of a friend redeemed it, from the flames; and perſuaded 
me to reviſe it, for the public eye. I ſtate this ſimply, to account for 
the many faults which will be found in the Saxon Princes; not to 
extenuate them : I know, it wants the buſtle and intrigue, ſo neceflary 
to the modern drama; I know, that many of the ſpeeches may be 
thought declamatory, diffuſe, and langhid ; þut I flatter myſelf, it con- 
tains a purity of ſentiment, and a ſtrain of morality, which, with a can- 
did reader, will hide a multitude of fins; and ſufficiently plead the 
author's excuſe for preſerving, and publiſhing, this drama. 


You have criticiſed my production, with a friendly ſeverity ; for 
which I thank you; and, to ſhow what deference I pay to your opi- 
nions, and how attentively I weigh every thing which falls from you, 


I ſhall try, impar congreſſus Achilli, to anſwer your objections. They 


are four in number, 
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Your brit and, in my mind, moſt formidable objection is, that Bertha 
has too near à reſemblance to the Alicia of Rowe, in Jane Shore; 
there may, perhaps, be tome caſual traits of reſemblance, but I plead 
not guilty, to the charge of imitation. The range of human actions is 
boundleſs; but, amidſt the great variety of actions, the number of 
thoſe, which have ſufficient ſtrength and energy, to catch the eye, to 
ſtand out and become ſtriking points of view; in other words, to yield 
intereſting ſtage ſituations, is confined indeed. If we were to prohibit 
the writers of the preſent day, from employing any characters or inci- 
dents, which bad been touched by their predeceffors, all new drama- 


tic productions muſt be at an end. The conflict of paſſion is the fa- 
vourite engine of tragedy ; the ſituation of a mind torn at once by love, 


jealouſy, and a ſenſe of duty repugnant to both, as it is highly pitia- 
ble, in real life, fo, is it extremely aſſecting, in ſtage repreſeatation; 
fuch a ſituation was naturally ſuggeſted by my ſubject; and, l adopted it, 
without the ſmalleſt reference to any other dramatic performance. As 
to fingle ſpeeches, or individual lines, I cannot charge my memory with 
any taints of plagiariſm. I know that the introduction of madneſs has 
fallen into ſome diſcredit, and perhaps juttly. A mad ſcene has been 
a kind of bow of Ulyſles, in whieh every tragic writer, great and ſmall, 


who wiſhed to produce a rant, has tried his ſtrength ; yet, what is more 


natural, than privation of reaſon, under violent agitations of mind ? 
And, what is better calculated, to produce, in ſtage repreſentation, the 
dramatic effects of terror and pity ? The ſcene of madnefs in the Saxon 


Princes is very ſhort, as mad ſcenes always ſhould be, and you will al- 


low, that it is prepared with more probability, than mad ſcenes uſually 
are; as Bertha is ſuppoſed to have ſwallowed poiſon, and to be near her 
end; o that the deleterious effects of an euvenomed drug, and the ap- 
proach of death, almoſt invariably productive, in themſelves, of inſanity, 
concur with the intolerable feelings of a violent, a criminal, and re- 
morſeful mind. | 


Your ſecond: objection is more minute, and in the ſpirit of ſevere 
criticiſm.---That Bertha is introduced, as having in her poſſeſſion a 
portrait of Ethelbert; which, you aſſert, to be a violation of the coſ- 
tume, as, moſt probably, miaiature pictures were wholly unknown, at 


the period, in which, the ſubje& matter of my play is ſuppoſed to have 


happened: but, if you will look into the hiſtory of the arts, at the time 
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of the ſaxon heptarchy#, you will find, that painting and ſculpture 
were not then unknown, or unpractiſed ; and, that being the caſe, it 


was both poſſible and probable that Bertha might have in her poſ- 


ſeſſion a portrait of Ethelbert ; and, a probable poſſibility is all that 
Poetry requires, | : 


Another, and more ſerious, objection is to the character of Offa: 
his irreſolution, and frequent change of his determinations may be con- 
ſidered, as a violation of that rule, which the dramatic poet ſhould ever 
have before his eyes, when he undertakes, to paint characters; qualis 
ab incepto proceſſerit, aut fibi conſtet. Never, ſay you, was man of 


f: ſtern a character, ſo fickle and undecided.---Let us ſee, whether 


Offa, as I have drawn him, may not be defended.— The rule is in the 
alternative Let each perſon either act in a manner perfectly conſiſtent 
throughout the drama; or let the changes in his conduct, and varia- 
tions from that line of action, in which, at firſt outſet, the ſpectator 
or reader might reaſonably expect him to perſevere, be conſiſtent with 
the general outline, and leading features, which the poet has aſſigned 


him; and, let them be ſo fully accounted for, by the operation of ex- 


trinſic cauſes and agents, that the very deviations from the predomi- 
nant character ſhall be the reſult of itſelf, and variation, analyſed and 
rightly underſtood, ſhall prove to be uniformity. To illuſtrate this 


rule, by the caſe of a departure from it, the Iphigenia in Aulis, of Euri- 


pides, is cenſured by Ariſtotle, for aſſuming an heroic fortitude and 
contempt of death, in the latter end of the play, inconſiſtent with 


the love of life and ſoft timid character, which the poet has at- 


tributed to her, in the beginning of the drama, Now, let us try the 
character of Offa, on this ſtatute of criticiſm. Men of warm tempers, 
and ſtrong paſſions are not always remarkable ſor ſteadineſs of conduct. 
The uniformity of character, which preſents for ever the ſame predomi- 
nant feature, reſults from the exceſs of ſome one paſſion, and the ab- 
ſence of others. The diſpoſition of the king of Mercia was not of this 


kind ;*he was not decidedly ſwayed by one ruling paſſion ; he was not 


a ſanguinary tyrant, a mere ſavage warrior; he was a man of paſſions, 
violent indeed, but various, and many of his paſſions counteracted each 
other; he was fond to exceſs of his wife and of his daughter, whofe 


* Henry's Hiſtory of England, Vol, I. 


Me 
hiſte 
wit] 
that 
tend 
meri 
his 
bert) 
flight 
ſorro 
ende: 
acts c 
partic 
times 
his rei 
We. nc 
precec 


Your 
Ethelt 
being, 
wound 
ſhall fl. 


nerable 


the Bl 


by the 


Adie' 
faults, 


181 


intereſts were inconſiſtent, and, who alternately influenced his conduQ, 
with irreſiſtible force ; he was a prince, of great virtues, a lover of 
juſtice, humane, and religious, according to the faſhion of the times ; but 


he was hurried away by the dictates of an over-weening ambition, and, 


the faſcinating idea of eſtabliſhing an univerſal dominion over the 
ſaxon ſtates ; ſuppoſe all theſe contending emotions and inconſiſtent 
aims actuating the mind of man; and muſt they not produce, exactly, 
ſuch an uncertainty of conduct, ſuch contradictory reſolves, ſuch a 
fluctuating character, as I have attributed, | might more properly ſay, 
tradition and hiſtory have appropriated and attached to the king of 
Mercia, The Saxon Princes does, in fact, but draw into dialogue an 
hiſtorical relation, embelliſhed with poetical language, and diverſified 
with a few epiſodical circumſtances. It actually appears, from hiſtory, 
that the king of Eaſt-Anglia reſided at the court of Offa, as the in- 
tended huſband of his daughter, that he was a young prince of great 


merit, and that he was baſely murdered by him, at the inſtigation of 


his queen ; it is not improbable, and, therefore, I have taken the li- 
berty of ſuppoſing that this inſtigation proceeded from the fury of 
ſlighted love; it alſo appears, that Offa was ſtruck with the deepeſt 
ſorrow, and contrition, for the horrid deed he had committed ; and 
endeavoured, to atone for it, by pilgrimages, penances, and other 
acts of piety, according to the bigotry of that ſuperſtitious age ; and, 
particularly, by an unbounded liberality, to the church, which in thoſe 
times, was ſuppoſed efficacious to hide a multitude of ſins, Now, if 
his remorſe, after having committed the crime, was ſo poignant, may 
we not reaſonably conclude, that the ſtruggles of conſcience, which 
preceded it, were molt ſevere ? 


Your laſt objection is, that Elfrida is ſuppoſed to ſuck the wound of 
Ethelbert, which, in your opinion, offends againſt probability, it 
being, as you contend, a thing phyſically impraQticable, to ſuck a 
wound, Without examining the ſurgical weight of this objection, - 
ſhall fly, from the ſtorm of criticiſm, to ſhelter myſelf under the ve- 
nerable branches of hiſtory and tradition. No-I will not anſwer you, 


the Black prince ſhall riſe from the dead, and lead his beloved Eleanor 


by the hand to anſwer you, 


Adieu, my friend. It were as eaſy, to defend my play, with all its 
faults, as to juſtify the unwarrantable length of this epiſtle; yet, I have 
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two excuſes to make, even for that ; firſt, that by your Eeming to 
take ſuch an intereſt in my trifling productions, I am induced to trouble 
you often, and much; ſecondly, that I take ſo much pleaſure, in writ- 


ing to you, that when I once begin a letter to you, I never know how 


to ſubſcribe myſelf, your 
| affectionate friend, | 
SP, 
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ARGUMENT. 


FIND the argument of this drama ready made to my hand, in that 
elegant work of the abbe Barthelemi, entitled, the travels of Anachar- 
ſis; I ſhall therefore tranſcribe his words. The Meſſenians enjoyed, 
during many ages, an undiſturbed tranquillity, in a country, which ſuf- 
ficed to fupply all their wants, and beneath the mild influence of a ſky 
perpetually ſerene, They were free; they had wiſe laws, ſimple man- 
ners, kings, who loved their people, and joyous feſtivals to relax them 
after their labours,” | | 


« On a ſudden, the alliance, by which they were united to the Lace- 
demonians, received a mortal wound; the two ſtates mutually accuſed 
each other, and menaces ſucceeded to complaints, Ambition, till then, 
enchained by the laws of Lycurgus, ſeized the moment to break his fet- 
ters, and loudly calling injuſtice and violence to his aid, entered into the 
hearts of the Spartans; and incited them, to ſwear on their altars, never 
to lay down their arms, till they had enſlaved Meſſenia. The deſtruc- 
tive paſſion, elated with his firſt ſucceſs, led them to one of the ſummits 
of mount 'Taygetus, and ſhewing them the rich countries that. lay be- 
fore their eyes, introduced them into a fortified place, which belonged 
to their ancient allies, and ſerved as a barrier to the two ſtates.” 


*« Fuphaes was then on the throne; he liſtened to the advice of the 


chiefs of the nation; he excited the ardent courage of the Meſſenians; 
but reſtrained it, till it might be exerted with ſucceſs. Whole years 


ſcarce ſufficed, to enure to military diſcipline, a people, too long aceuſ- 


tomed to the inert enjoyments of peace. In that interval, he learnt to 
| ſee, without a murmur, his harveſts deſtroyed by the Lacedemonians.“ 


Twice, the moment of vengeance appeared to approach; twice, the 


forces of the two ſtates met in the martial conflict; but victory dared 
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not yet to decide the important diſpute, and her indeciſion accelerated 
the ruin of the Meſſenians. "Their army was enfeebled from day to day, 
by the loſs of a great number of warriors, by the garriſons which it was 
neceſlary to maintain in different places, by the deſertion of ſlaves, and 
by an epidemical diſeaſe, which began its ravages in a country formerly 
fo flouriſhing. In this extremity, it was reſolved to entrench the army 
on mount Ithome, and to conſult the oracle of Delphi. The prieſts, and 
not the gods, dictated the anſwer. The ſafety of Meſſenia, ſaid they, 
depends on the ſacrifice of a youthful maiden, drawn by lot, from among 
the reigning family on the throne.“ * | 


« Ancient prejudices blinded all eyes, to the atrocious crime of obeying 
ſuch an injunction. The fatal urn was brought, and the lot condemned 
to death the daughter of Lyſiſcus ; but her ſather, ſuddenly withdrawing 
her from every eye, fled with her to Lacedemon, The warrior Ariſto- 
demus inſtantly advanced, and in deſpite of the tender aſſection, which 
remonſtrated in his heart againſt the act, offered his own to the altar. 


She had been affianced to one of the favourites of the king, who ran to 


protect her, He went farther; to ſave her, he ventured even to caſt an 


imputation on her innocence, and declared that the rites of Hymen had 


already been conſummated, The horror of ſuch a falſhood, the dread 
of diſhonour, paternal love, the ſanctity of his word, a multitude of con- 
trary emotions, agitated, with ſuch violence, the mind of Ariſtodemus, 
that the ſtroke of deſpair was neceſſary to afford him relief. He ſeized 
a ponyard, and his daughter fell dead at his feet, in the view of the 


ſnudder ing ſpectators. The prieſt, unſated with blood, exclaimed, —< It 


« was not piety, but madneſs, that guided the hand of the murderer; 
« the gods require another victim!” And another they ſhall have, re- 


plied the furious multitude, who immediately fell upon the wretched 
lover, whom they would have torn to pieces on the ſpot, had not the 


king appeaſed the tumult, and perſuaded them, that the conditions of 
the oracle were fulfilled.”. 


As to the part which Lyſiſcus, his wife, and the prieſteſs of Juno, 


take in the action of this drama, it is equally ſaudioned by hiſtory, as 


appears from the following paſſages in Stanyan, vol. I. page 51.—-* The 
oracle demanded a virgin, for a ſacrifice, of the family of Æpytus, the 


The houſe of ZEpytus. 
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ſon of Creſphontes; and the lot fell upon the daughter of Lyſiſcus; 
who being thought ſuppoſitious, Ariſtodemus offered his daughter,--- 
Some years after Lyſiſcus, who had fled to Sparta, with his daughter, 
where ſhe died, was taken, and tried at Ithome, as a deſerter; but was 


acquitted by the voluntary confeſſion of the prieſteſs of Juno's temple, 


who owned the child to be hers, and that ſhe had ſecretly conveyed 
it to Lyſiſcus's wife; wherein ſhe was eaſily credited; becauſe, by 
this confeſſion, ſhe could propoſe nothing leſs than the immediate 


forfeiture of her prieſthood.” 
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA, 


1 


MEN. 


Evrnatrs, King of Meſſene. | 
ARISTODEMUS, ? Principal Meſſenians of the houſe of 


Lys1scus, #pytus, 


EenzBoOLvs, Prieſt of Apollo. 
PurLocLEs, Son to Lyſiscus. 
Ar.canvs, a young Meſſenian, friend to Philocles, 


Tisis, a perſon ſent to conſult the oracle at Delphos. 


WOMEN, 


Treurssa, Wife to Lyſiscus, and Mother to Anthemoe. 
Evabxx, Prieſteſs of Juno. 

Dione, Daughter to Ariſtodemus. | 

ANTuHEMor, reputed Daughter to Lyſiſcus. 


Beſides theſe, there is a train of Vircins, who appear in the pro- 


ce ſſions of Prx1zsTs and CuorIsSTERs, of the family of /Epytus and 


of other Meſſenians. 


The ſcene is laid in Ithome, the capital of Meſſene. 


ACT 1 SCENE L 


Ithome.— An area, ſurrounded by magnificent ſtructures : on the one 
hand, the Temple of Diana ; on the other, the Temple of Apollo. 


Evuenats, ArisToODEMUS, Lrsiscus, 


and others of the principal Meſſenians, as in council. 


EvuryHAES. 


i= RIENDS, we are met, wo try what healing counſels, 

The hard neceſſity of this dread moment 
To wiſdom may ſuggeſt ; for ſure *twill taſk 
Wiſdom and courage both, with ſteady hand, | : | l 
To guide the lab'ring veſſel thro? the billows | | "2 I 
That ſtrain her ſides, and, to deyour her, ope | : 


— 
1 
5 
714 4 
> 
82 
"* 
% 
. A. 1 
% 
1 
75 


54 ab creat Fade hel Bea es no 
* q 11S enn * SA On 
e e e N I ; . 


PTE - : 1 g 
N * Ni O by 
—— „ 


| 190 
A fathomleſs abyſs. What ſacrifice, 
What pray'rs, what rites, avert the threaten'd ills ? 


Lyſ. More eaſy were it, to deſcribe and mourn 

Thoſe ills, that all without diſtinction feel, 

I han to deviſe their cure; all offer'd terms 

Of peace are vain ; for, with unſated rage 
Of enmity, which ever keeneſt burns | 

In kindred boſoms alienate, the Spartan 
Thirſts for Meſſene's downfall. 

Arxriſ. Terms of peace! 
Periſh the word and thought ! and doubly periſh 
The daſtard ſpirit, that would bid Meſſene, 
In vile humiliation, ſtoop to Sparta, ; 


And humbly ſue for bonds! far other weight 
Our hands have learn'd to bear, the lance, and {word 


Bright gleaming on the foe. —Behold the helots, 
And ſue for terms to Sparta.—They will tell you, 
What from the juſtice and the moderation 

Of Sparta you may hope. 

Tupb. Recall to mind, 

Not diſtant is the day, Amphea's fate. 

The ſpartan ſword without compaſſion rag'd, 

Of ſex or age. Not then the hallow'd ſhrines 8 
Sav'd their pale ſuppliants; ev'n the ſmoaking altars 
Where clouds of incenſe wreath'd, were graſp'd in vain, 
In vain the infant to his mother's breaſt 


For ſafety clung ; the ruſſian tore him thence, 


And daſh'd him on the ground, and in the duſt 
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Trampled his little limbs; or with his parent 
Wounded and fainting, to the ground be fell, 
And grov'ling near, and ſeeking from her breaſt 
The wonted nutriment, he drain'd for milk 
Life's purple ſtream, and all his little lips 
With gore were crimſon' d. 

Epheb. By the flowing locks, 
Virgins were dragg'd to outrage. Oft the blood 
Of a ſlain fire, or brother, ſtain'd and clotted 
The daughters comely treſſes. At the altar, 
Loving and lov'd, the youth and virgin fell 
| Lock'din each others arms, and with one ſpear 
Transfix'd. | | 

Ariſ. Here, let us join our plighted hands, 


And ſwear that we will know nor peace, nor truce, 
With thoſe fell ſpartan dogs; nor ſheath the ſword 


Till Neda's ſtream flow red with hoſtile gore. 


Lyſ. Thy warmth is virtuous, brave Ariftodemus, 
I feel as thou doſt. Who, that loves his country, 


Feels not and execrates the cruel wrongs, 
Of ſanguinary Sparta ? But thy words 
Sound rather the fierce gloom of deſperation, 
Than ſettled courage, which the rays of hope 
Guide to its aim. What hope for poor Meſſene, 
With force unequal *gainſt a mighty foe, 
| Fierce and relentleſs, and by oppoſition, 

And wounded pride, to hate incurable 
Goaded contending ? Ex'n the elements 
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Are leagued with Sparta. Thro' the groaning air, 
— demons urge che lurid blaſt, 

With red infection charg'd. On man and beaſt 
Falls the dire influence; and the plague conſumes 


What ſword and famine ſpare. Night after night, 


Terrific portents ſill th' inclement ſky ; 
And ſanguine meteors roll their crimſon waves, 
Crowding and trembling, thro” the turbid vault 
Of congregated vapours. 

Euph. Hear ye not ENT 
The ſullen murmurs of the famiſh'd crowds, 
That ſink in deep deſpair ? In vain to heav'n 
heir eyes are caſt : impenetrable gloom | 
Drawn o'er, a fatal curtain, ſeems outſpread 
On purpoſe, to depreſs the ſoul of nian, 


With thoughts of wrath divine; while, from his ſight, 


It ſnatches, with the light, the hopes of heav'n, 
And to his dark and drooping ſoul preſents 
Unvaried ſadneſs. 

+ Ariſ. Let the elements 

Contend, and meteors glare, and portents low'r 
Piſmay to feeble ſouls; the manly mind | 
Holds its fix d aim; and from itſelf alone, 

. From the bright portion of the god in man, 
.Derives its auguries. Let heav'n in wrath 
Chaſtiſe the nations - virtue ſteers her courſe 
Unterrified ; ſhe knows that wrath divine 
Burns not for her ; ſhe knows the elements 
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Rage not at virtue; that th' almighty arm 
That launch'd the comet thro? th' eternal void, 
Or kindled meteors in the troubled ſky, 
Sends not his terrors forth, to ſcare the ſoul 
From wiſe and noble aim, or patriot deed. 

Lyſ. But how ſhall they, whom dire calamity, 
Whether from wrath divine, or fickle chance, 
It matters not, hath humbled in the duſt, 
| Low as the trampled worm, with ſpirit elate, 
Danger, and doubt, and, death, and worſe than all, 
Endure the wreck of every charity, 
That ſweetens human life. Each tender pledge 


Cries out for peace. Oh ſhall the warrior's virtue, 
Rugged and ſtern, the milder duties chaſe | 
« Of fire and huſband? Will ye ſee us dragg'd, 
« And butcher'd at the altars ?— Happy they 
Who meet ſuch fate! and wretched who ſurvive 
To bondage or diſhonour !—Will ye bear, | 
« To ſee your houſes, erſt the calm abodes 
Of ſweet domeſtic comfort, wrapt in fire ?— 
„To ſee the walls, where feſtive rite and dance, 
And nuptial hymn, reſounded, late, and joy, 
In ruins tumbled by the foes entomb 
“Their miſerable owners?“ 

Euph. Good Lyſiſcus, 
Thy words may challenge weight. The ſpirit of man 
Muſt fail contending with the varied ills, 
That urge this groaning land. Our peaſants, ſlain, 
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Manure the plains they till'd; while thro? our ſtreets, 
With pallid viſages, like corſes wak'd I 
From death, their cearments burſt, expiring throngs 

Emaciate glide ; and ſcowl with horrid looks 

Of deadly conſternation ; and in vain, 

Stript by the ſpoilcr, cry for food and raiment. 

Ly, And cry in vain.— The hand of dire diſeaſe 
Hath ſmote the gen'ral heart; and turn'd to ſtone 
The tender nature. Offices of good, 

And pious thoughts, and mercy, and compaſkon, 
Are vaniſh'd all, with our proſperity. 
Infuriate with a ſenſe of wrath divine, 
And hopeleſs of relief, within theſe walls 
InfeQious pent, the wretched people fall. 
Our ways are heap'd with death; the ſlave and 5 
Sink undiſtinguiſh'd. All our ſprings are choak'd 
With livid corſes; and our hallow'd ſhrines 
Are fill'd with death obſcene. 

Zupb. Propitious heav'n, 
Avert theſe ſuff' rings! or at leaſt reveal 
Their fatal cauſe. 

Epbeb. With trembling hope, we wait 
The ſacred mandate from Apollo's ſhrine. 
Tiſis, to whom in charge 'twas giv'n to ſeek 
The fhrine at Delphos, and with hallow'd awe 
Explore the will divine, muſt ſoon return, 

Eufph. When Tiſis parted hence, the pointed horns 
Ot Cynthia's filver bow to the weſtward turn'd ; 
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Now, chang' d, with adverſe aim, to th' eaſt Rey! point; 


Vet ſtill he * 


SCENE IL 


Enter, to them, Pa1LOCLES. 


Ly/. O, my Philocles, 
What bring'ſt thou from the camp, where ſtern in arms 
Our choſen youth, Meſſene's laſt reſource, 
Await the ſpartan rage ? 

Phil. All yet is ſtill ; 
A formidable pauſe, of riſing ſtorms 
Preſageful. From the chain of hills, that bound 
The hated ſoil of hoſtile Lacedemon, | 
To reedy Pamiſus,* encamp our bands, 
Ten thouſand warriors ; and, with beating hearts, 
Expect their monarch's preſence. 

Arif. Why, young man, | 
At ſuch a moment, when the thoughts of war 
All other cares ſhould chace, deſert the camp, 
Smit with the love of home, and ſoft delights, 
That in a city reign ? | 


* Pamiſus, a river of Meſlene. 
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Phil. Spare the reproach, 
By me unmerited, who ſeek to prove, 
Tho? not thy ſon by blood, thy ſon by worth, 


And heir, by imitation, of thy virtues. 
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But, in this interval, while yet the ſword 
Sleeps in its ſheath, methinks a ſon or brother, 
Without diſgrace, may one ſoft moment ſpare 
For nature and affection ; to the camp 
He bears the laſt embrace, the parting ſighs, 
Adieus half murmur d, gentle tears, and feelings 
Of tender claſps ſoft-ſtraining, from the females 
Belov'd at home, his ſureſt ſtrong incitement, 
To deeds of hardihood, 

Ariſ. Think not, good youth, 
I hold thy valour cheap ;—the gods forbid, 
But, all my ardent ſoul is ſill'd with rage, 
Impatient of e when I revolve | 
The woes of poor Meſſene, and the pride 
Of fierce uſurping Sparta. 

 Euph. In the camp 


What hope of good prevails ? What temper reigns ? 
Phil. Small hope of good prevails among our bands. 


A deep reſolve and formidable gloom 

Dwells in tHeir ſpirits, which in warlike flame 

Shall on the invaders burſt, more quick and fatal 

Than lightning from the deep and ſombrous womb © | Siſters, 
Of low-hung clouds. Each ſoldier holds himſelf | Call on 


The ſingle victim for the gen'ral hoſt. 3 Virgins, 
f EO Will the 
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£uph. Such temper muſt prevail. Proud Lacedemon 
Shall feel us yet.—Propitious gods remove ; 
Thoſe ills, we ſuffer; thoſe we fear, avert. 
Ours is the righteous cauſe z we draw the ſward, 
To guard your fanes, your altars, and the ties, 
The dear relations, you yourſelves ordain, 
The tender pledges, you yourſelves have giv'n.— 
Bur lo, with warbled hymns, and awful ftrain 
Of pious minſtrelſy, our children come. 
Sweet virgin innocence ! the heav'nly pow'rs 
Smile on you, maidens, and receive your pray'rs. 


VV 


Dione and ANTHEMOE, 


With other meſſenian virgins, robed in white, appear in ſolemn 
proceſſion, with chaplets of flowers on their heads, and baſkets 
of flowers in their hands, They ftrew flowers on the ſlage and 
Sing the following 


Siſters, at this awful hour, 
Call on ev'ry virgin pow'r. 
Virgins, with indulgent ear, 
Will the vows of virgins hear. 
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Virgin off rings here we ſtrew, 
Flowrets bath'd in morning dew, 
Emblems of our humble ſtate, 
Soft, and frail, and ſhort their date ; 
Nor celeſtial pow'rs demand 
Other off rings at our hand; 
Coſtly vaſes from the mine, 
Perfumes wreathing from the ſhrine, 
Suit not with our ſcanty pow'r, 
With the ſad diſtreſsful hour. 
Should we victims bring, with gore 
To bedew the ſacred floor ?— 
Sanguine ſights and ſounds of pain 
Scare the feeble female train.--- 
| Siſters, at this awful hour 


Call on ev'ry virgin pow'r. 


Never yet irrev'rent ſound 
From our lips a paſſage found. 
To preſerve them pure and chaſte, 
Virgin naiads, hither haſte, | 
Peneus, let thy waters chill 
Gently on my lips diſtil. 

Siſters, at this awful hour, 


Call on ev'ry virgin pow'r. 


Hither haſte, aonian maids, 


Leave the fountains, leave the ſhades, 
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Where, ye tune the vocal ſhell, 
Where, with bright-hair'd Phœbus dwell, 


Where, ye touch your golden ſtrings, 


Temper'd to the warbling ſprings. 


Fill our boſoms with your fire, 


Raptures waken, ſongs inſpire, 


Strains, to melt the pow'rs above, 


Sounds, to reach the throne of Jove. 


Hither haſte, aonian throng, 


Queens of minſtrelſy and ſong. 


Goddeſs of the 15 bow, 


From virgin lips the numbers flow ;--- 
Where ſtern Laconia feeds her hounds, 


On Taygetus, the horn reſounds;— 
Eurotas calls, with eager pace, 
Seek his banks, and urge the chace. 


Laconia is thy fay'rite land, 


Vet, wilt thou ſcorn the virgin band ? 


To thee we gave our harmleſs days, 
Our lips have duly ſung thy praiſe, 
And, as we ſung, devoutly pray'd, 
Hear thy vot'nes, huntreſs maid.— 
Virgin huntreſs, Dian, hear ; 
Stooping from thy filver ſphere, 
Fill thy quiver, bend thy-bow, 
Send thine arrows on the foe. 
Laconia is thy fav'rite land, 


Yet, wilt thou ſcorn the virgin band? 
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Warlike maid, we bend to thee, 
Queen of arms and liberty, 

Queen of wiſdom, queen of arts, 
Taming, ſoothing ſavage, hearts. 
Crowding myriads, at thy call, 
Mark the ſtreet, and raiſe the wall. 
Leagues of peace and nuptial ties 
Thrive, and ſpread beneath thine eyes. 
Tho' learned Athens be thy care, 
Thy preſence let Meſſene ſhare. 

Thine Ægis o'er Ithome ſpread, 

And fill th' invader's ſoul with dread ; 
For valiant are her modeſt youth, 
Adorn'd with piety and truth; 

And with her gentle female train 

The graces and decorums reign ; 
Warlike maid, we bend to thee 
Queen of arms and liberty, 

Tho” learned Athens be thy care, 
Thy preſence let Meſſene ſhare. 


Eupb. Enough, my daughters, ſure the virgin pow'rs 
Will hear the ſtrain, and ſmile upon your Off rings; 
Off rings beſeeming virgins, ſweet tho* humble. 

But other gifts th' offended gods may claim. 


Haply, in expiation of our crimes, 


Victims muſt fall, and blood of hecatombs 
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Around their altars ſmoak, from Delphi ſoon 
Our envoy will return. Unwittingly 

Have we offended; and unwittingly 

Delay th' atonement.— O ye pitying gods, 
Reveal your awful will, and 'tis perform d. 


Euphaes, Ephebolus, and Lyſiſcus, with the wirgins, in proceſ- 
fon, retire to the bottom of the flage, the ſeene cloſes on them; 
| Ariſtodemus and Philocles remain. | 


SCE. 


Ants ropbkMos and PHILOCLES. 


Ar Dioxe retires with the virgint, Pm1Loctes flands gazing af- © 


ter her for a conſiderable time, then ſpeaks. 


May ev'ry guardian pow'r of truth and virtue [fide 
Profarce thee, faireſt flow'r of virgin prime 
O queen of charms, and mighty god of love ; 
If ye indeed are deities, and not 7 
The ſoul of beauty o'er the world diffus'd 
- And ſenſe to feel it in the mind of man; 
To you my vows be paid ; devote and whole, 


My heart is giv'n to you ; for at my birth, 
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When nature mix d and temper d with my clay 
The elements of paſſion, firſt, and chief, 
Was love infus'd, and I but think and breathe 
For thee Dione.—O lov'd native ſoil, 
Pardon thy recreant child ; for in this heart 
Midſt all the terrors that beſiege thee round, 
Thou hold'ſt but ſecond place. 

Ariſ. Attend young man. 


J love thee, and I therefore prize thy fame, 


As dearly as mine own.—The gods were pleas'd | 


To take mine only ſon, in early youth. 

1 ſince have made thee, by adoption, mine. 
My care hath been to form thy growing mind, 
By precept and example ; and from me, 

I truſt, my Philocles, that thou haſt learn'd 
No lefſons of diſhonour. —Say, my ſon, 


Why haſt thou left the camp ?—Before thy king, 


I ſpar'd to urge the ; but my ſoul was pain'd, 

At thy return; *twas a ſoft, boyiſh, act.— 

Thou muſt redeem it, and depart this hour. 
Phi. Depart this hour ? | 
Ariſ. Why doſt thou echo me ? — 

T his very hour, — 9 8 

Phil. A lov'd and gentle ſiſter 

May claim a laſt embrace; my tender parents, 


That wait to fold me in their rev'rend arms, 


Some ſpace may claim, to ſhed their parting tears; 
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To breathe a fervent bleſſing, as I go. 
Perhaps for ever. from them, and infuſe, 
On my young breaſt, the monitory words 
Of pious love.—And is a ſingle hour 
Sufficient ?— Were 1 bent, but on a journey 
Of common import, not addreſt for war, 
Where haply I may fall, more time and ceremony 
The voice of nature, ſpeaking thro” the lips 
Of parent and of ſiſter, might demand. 

Ariſ. Of parent and of fiſter |—is this all? 
Beware, young man; no falſhood or diſguiſe, 
With him that loves thee, or I caſt thee off, — 
A parent and a ſiſter! is there not 
A ſofter tie, that winds around = heart, 

And fteals thee from thyſelf? — Youth is deceiv'd, 
That thinks the aged blind; old eyes are ſharp, 
When wakeful fondneſs, and parental care 
Purge, as with euphraſy, the viſual nerve. 

Phil. Oh look not ſternly, thus. Thine eye ſevere 
To ſilence awes me. Well then, with thy patience, 
I will unfold my heart. —It loves Dione. 

Already, by th' endearing name of ſon 
You make me yours ; and might the acred tie 
Of hymeneal rite.— 

Ariſ. Forbear, young man | 
Another time, perhaps, theſe ears would aach 
Hear thy fond tale of love. Tis not an hour, 


For bridal revelry; when peſtilence, 
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Within Ithome, heaps the dead and dying, 
And waſting war without. All hopes of joy 
And ſchemes of pleaſure, now, are public crimes ; 
An inſult on the gen'ral miſery. 
Hymen, in blood of ſlaughter'd citizens, 
Would ſtain his ſaffron robes, and quench his torch, 
And fly affrighted. All the gods, averſe, 
Would view the ceremony; and ill omens, 
The ſounds of anguiſh, and the groans of death, 
The nuptial rites diſturb. ' Say, wouldſt thou take 
A bride, to generate a race of ſlaves, 
For tyrant Sparta 

Phil. Gods, a mad'ning thought ! 
Death, death, to love's fond hopes !—Ye lions, tigers, 
Lend me your fierceneſs. Wolves of Menalus, 
Lend me your rage, to bathe in ſpartan gore. 


Ariſ. Well ſaid, my ſon. This temper apy 6 fuits 


Th' eventful criſis. Let the thoughts of war 
And Sparta's cruelty confirm thy ſoul, 

To live, by glorious victory, a freeman, 

Or periſh free. Moſt ſure, thou wert not born, 
Much leſs, by me adopted, to become 


A deſpicable helot.— Anſwer not .— 

Thy deeds muſt be thine eloquence, the ſword 
Thine advocate, to woo, and win my daughter, 
Meſſene freed, we ſhall beſtow the virgin, 

As heav'n ſhall guide our choice. 
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Phil. Bleſt be that ray 

Of hope! I hail it, as a dawning light, 

That guides my path to fame. I will attempt 

Things beyond human ſtrength, to prove myſelf 

Thy fon indeed. Bur wilt thou not indulge 

A laſt embrace, a few brief parting words, 

With thoſe I love? | 

Ariſ. O think not, Philocles, 

My heart compos'd of flinty elements; 

Tho? ſtern I wear my brow, and ſometimes chide; 

It feels, as thine doth, hears the tender calls 

Of ſweet domeſtic life; but theſe ſad times 

Of dire neceſſity impoſe a curb 

On human meltings. Go, then, to thy parents, 

And ſiſter; but be prompt, in thine adieus. 

The camp expects thee —Shouldſt thou meet Dione, 

Be frugal of thy ſpeech, and wait the time, 

When happier omens and a father's ſanction 

Shall bid thee freely ſpeak. 33 

Phil. I muſt obey. | 8 
[Exeunt, ſeverally, Ariſtodemus, and Philocles. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


A reired grove adjoining the Temple of Apollo, where the pre- 
ceding ſcenes paſſed. The Temple is ſeen in perſpective. 


Enter Dione and AxTHEMOE., 
Dioxx. 


On, my Anthemoe, may the pitying gods 
Receive our ſupplications 1* what have we, 

Or what our parents, done, to draw from heav'n 
Such chaſtiſement ſevere ? . 

Anth, My feeble heart 

Sinks in me, to behold the varied ills 

That round beſiege us; war and peſtilence, 

With all their dreadful train. And then, Dione, 
When thought preſageful thro? the future looks, 
From worſe to worſt, the horrors, which, they ſay, 
Attend on cities ſtorm'd; the diſmal wreck 

fall that's ſacred in th' eſteem of man, 


* Alluding to the proceſſion and religious rites, from which they 
are ſuppoſed to be juſt returned, 
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Of all that's venerable, tender, dear, 
In ſocial life. All outrag'd by the hand 
Of hate unnatural ! 
Dio. Yet to fairer hopes 
Erect thy ſpirit ;—Tiſfis will return, 
And from the delphic oracle reveal 
Cure of theſe evils. My preſaging heart H 
Tells me he brings glad tidings. | 
Antb. Grant it, gods! 
Oh grant us many many happy days 
Of laſting friendſhip, and of liberty ! 
| Say, my Dione, could we ever bear 
To live the ſlaves of Sparta? 
Dio. No, Anthemoe, Eo 
. Tho? death is dreadful to a woman's thought, 
Yet would I give my boſom to the ſword, 
And like a victim at the altar bleed, 
Ere live a ſlave. 

Antb. And I would bleed, with thee 

The ſharer of my thoughts, component part, 
In every wiſh and ſcheme of happineſs. 

Dio. Say, my Anthemoe, ſhall the happy days 
Of childhood ſports and charming indolence 
Again return, — when we have led the dance 
Near cryſtal Pamiſus, and bath'd our limbs 
In the ſoft yielding lymph, or cropt the flow'rs 
That, with their lively hues, diverſify'd 
His banks, our archetypes, which, emulous, 
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The loom ſhould 4 while in feſtive long 
The hours uncounted flew ?— 
Anh. Yes, my Dione, | 
We ſhall again purſue our youthful Grants: — 
But, while the future thus employs our thoughts, | 
The preſent hath eſcap'd us. *Tis moſt ſtrange 
That Philocles delays the dear embrace, | 
| Fraternal ; he was ever kind and gentle; 
And ſince our dawn of infant thoughts could firſt 
Objects diſtinguiſh, have we lov'd each other.— 


And then, a tie ſtill ſofter, and a love 


Still more commanding ;—wherefore doſt thou bluſh ? 
Dio. Ev'n when alone, amidſt the ſhades of night, 

The name of love will call the ready blood, 

To mantle on my cheek.— But, as thou ſay'ſt, 

Tis ftrange thy brother comes not. — Yet, Anthemoe, | 

I wiſh not for his coming. Dian, witneſs, 

I fear it rather. Wherefore ſhould | fear ?— 

For he is kind and gentle ; and his eye, | 

Encount'ring mine, will fink with modeſt awe, 

As fearful of offending. Let us chuſe 

Some other theme, for, why or how I know not, 

Our talk, whene'er we meet, will turn on Philocles. 
Anth. And why not turn on him ?—A virtuous love 

Beſeems the chaſteſt boſom. —Is not love 

With altars grac d, and as a god ador'd, 

Ev'n by the belt and wiſeſt, to evince 

His nature heav'nly, and his pow'r divine 
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Gen ral ordain'd for all that move and live. 
I know you love my brother. 

Dio. For thy ſake, 

I love thy gentle brother, ſweet 23 | 
Anthe. The heav'ns alone, theſe woods and ſylvan pow 78, 
And love and Venus, hear our words confeſs, . 
Not for my ſake alone doth Philocles— | 

Nay bluſh not—find a place in that ſoft boſom. 

Dio. What ſhall I ſay ? Or what ſhall I confeſs ? 
Ev'n from myſelf I fain would hide my thoughts. 
Yet 1 will own, I feel not as I wont. 
Our taſks of pleaſant labour, fields and flow'rs, 
And fragrant breeze at eve, and matin ſong 
Of early birds, delight not now ; I feel | 
A void within my ſoul ;. but tis not love. — 
A virgin may not love. | 

Anth. Venus forefend ! 
Are we not born to love, and to be loy'd ? 
An happy nuptial is the choſen bleſſing 
Our tender parents, in the hour of fondneſs, 
Breathe for us to the gods. 

Dio. Pleas'd in myſelf, 

My father, and in thee, I ſcarce have look'd | 
Beyond the preſent moment. Vet, in 3 
1 ſometimes plan to paſs my quiet days, 
Unknown and ſolitary. Virgin goddeſs, 

Oft have I pray'd, that I might conſecrate, 

In thy wild chaces and thy woodland haunts, 
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To thee, whatever ſpace the ruling pow'rs, 
That keep the iſſues of our life and death, 


Of being lend me. —Let me fly !—alas, 
Thy brother comes. 


1 


Enter, to them, Puiroci ts. 


Phil. O pardon me, my lifter, 
And thou, Dione, fiſter of my heart, 
That thus my feet have linger'd, while my ſoul 
And eager wiſhes flew to claſp you both | 
To this fraternal boſom. | 
Anth. Two long hours 
Return'd, and in Ithome; and forget 
To ſeek thy poor Anthemoe !—And this maid 
Might challenge ſome regard. Did'ſt thou not mark 
Her fond ſolicitude, when, emulous | 
Of deathleſs fame that waits th*, olympian olive, 
Thou ſoughtſt the banks of Alpheus ? : 
Phil, Oh, my ſiſter, 
I merit not theſe chidings ; the remembrance 
Of ev'ry precious pledge I left behind, 
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Spite of myſelf recall'd me, I have ſnatch'd 
A few ſhort moments, to embrace our parents; 
Then, ſh Ion it? A till dearer care 
My heart- ſtrings touch d, and burſting from their arms, 
That held me, graſp'd in kind impriſonment, 
I hither fed. . 

Anth. O may the gracious gods 
Protect thee, for thy parents and thy ſiſter ! 
And, if thou lov'ſt ſome fair and gentle maid, 
Protect thee for that maiden. — My Dione,. 
Why thus avert thy face? Haſt thou no welcome, 
For thine adopted brother ? 

Dio. O ye gods, 
Much more than brother Ves, 3 
Moſt welcome is thy brother —All the gods 
Proſper thy coming, Philocles. 

Phil. The dews 
Of bleſſing from on high fall on you both, 
| Sweet gentle maidens. 
 Anth. Siſter of my thoughts, 
Look up, and comfort our poor Philocles. 
If 1 can conſtrue looks, fatigue and care 
Weigh down the weary ſpirit, with the frame. 
Oh thou haſt much endur'd ! thy graceful locks, 
That flow'd like unſhora Pan's, ſqualid now, 
Matted with duſt, and all negleQed hang. 
The ſun hath ſcorch'd thy cheeks ; the pond'rous _ 
Hath ſeam'd thy poliſh'd brow. 
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Phil. My kind Anthemoe, 


Theſe marks of warlike labour beſt adorn | + 
The virtuous youth. A ſweet and conſcious pride T 
The patriot toil endears. 1 
Dio. Oh ſacred Dian, | [ afede. $1 
Can ſanctimonious purity forbid 
To liſten to that voice, which ſweeter ſounds M 
Than birds, at cloſe of day, or whiſp'ring gales, 1 
That breathe, where fields of daffodils incline Th 
Their humid heads ? Think not, to us, my brother, It 
Leſs grateful thy return, tho? outward acts | 
May fail to ſpeak our joy, than when we led = 
Ithome's virgins forth, with dance and ſong, 
To hail thee victor in the olympic courſe. "_ 
Phil. How my heart bounded with ſweet ſul ws: 
When my lov'd ſiſters hail'd me, and my brows, Ok. 
With myrtle gartands wreath'd, and fragrant flow'rs, Rof 
Lotus and hyacinth !—While life remains, | 
The dear remembrance of that happy morn 
Be cheriſh'd in my ſoul. But we muſt part :— 
Again I ſeek the camp; ſo runs the mandate, 
To me unqueſtion'd, as the laws of Jove. 
Anth. Maſt thou, ſo ſoon, depart ? 
Phil. This very hour. © 
Dio. Muſt thou depart, o Philocles ?—When ?—Where ?— 
How near Meflene's force encamp the Spartans ? | Ar 
Pbil. So near, that oft, redoubling on the wind, Your 


We hear their ſhouts ; and oft, within our camp, | | Beco 
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From bands advanc d, a fleet of arrowy ſhow'r 
Glooms on the day ; while our warm youth reproach 
Their king's delay, and ſcarcely wait the ſignal 
That, from the rampart's mound, like famiſh'd tigers, 
Shall pour them on the foe. 

Dio. Before thy breaſt, 
May hands inviſible extend a ſhield, 
Impervious to the foe.—I am to blame, 
Thus freely ſpeaking, with unbaſhful brow ; 
It ill beſeems my ſex. 

Phil. Oh happy days 
Of childhood innocence, and liberty ! 
Sorrows and cares flew o'er our little heads, 
And touch'd them not; we pour'd th' expanſive heart 
Without reſtraint ; while, foſter'd by the breath 
Of hope and joy, ſpontaneous on our lips, 
Roſe the firſt bloſſoms of our infant thoughts. 
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Enter, to them, AaSconcivs; 


Ariſ. Forbear my daughters.—I muſt chide you both, 
Your ſoftneſs is infectious. II the tear 
Becomes that ſoldier's cheek ; for ſhame, for ſhame ! 
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Phil. Parting from theſe dear maids,——perhaps, for ever,. 
Some human drops would fall. 
Ariſ. Lace on thy helm, 
And hide theſe marks of weakneſs, poiſe thy ſpear, 


And get thee to the camp. 


Phil. Yet one ſhort moment 
Be to my ſorrows giv'n if Cer thy heart 
With love or pity melted. 

Ariſ. Lil not truſt thee, 
A moment longer, in the fatal confines, 


Of ſoft infection. The contagious air 


Would blaſt thy laurels.— Go, theſe fooliſh maids, 


With puling accents, would unman thy heart 
And fteal thee from thyſelf. Once more, away ! 
And know, my daughters, *tis not maidenly, 
With harden'd brow, to meet the gaze of men ; 
The ſilver queen of night and ſtronger orb 

Of glorious day are each for th* other made; 

Yet ſeldom do they meet. Ey'n with a brother, 
A due reſerve muſt ſeal the maiden's lips ; | 
And brief muſt be their greetings. Let the loom, 
And converſe ſweet, in female privacy, | 
Peceive the lapſe of time, the precious balm 
Sequeſter d ſprings, and doubly is deſir'd. 5 


Dione and Anthemoe retire. 
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Ariſ. Young man, to taſk thy fortitude remains 
A noble ſacrifice. Haſte to the camp 
But think not, there to find, ſole enemies 
The ſpartan force oppos d, more deadly foes 
Inhabit here, and a more cruel war [laying his hand on hit Ire 
Muſt with thyſelf be wag'd. 

Phil. Ne'er ſhall thy ſon 
Diſgrace thy noble name. —Almighty love 
Shall actuate his ſoul. | 

Ariſ. No more of love ; 
Ill omen'd ſound to glory. From thy foul 
Baniſh whate'er may webs of paſſion ſpread, 
To ſnare thy reaſon. Let exalted aims 
Give value to thy deeds ; and quench the fires 
That blaſt the bud and promiſe of thy youth. 
Reply not with thy voice, but thine obedience, 
What thou wouldſt ſay, I will imagine ſaid. 
| ; | [Exit Philocles, 
Seat of the gods, Ithome, crown'd with tow'rs, 
Shall blackning clouds of ſmoak involve thee round, 
With fiery ſparks, long-ſtreaming on the night ? 
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| Shall Sparta's ſword devour thy valiant youth, 8 
| And lead thy virgins captive ?— : | F 

| | x 

[ T 

| 7 

| SCENE V. - 

| C 

2 N T 
Enter, to him, Erngzotuvs. b 
: Epbeb. Tiſis yet 3 | s 
Delays his wiſh'd return. Our people crowd C \ 1 
The gates, and line the ways; not more deſir'd | A 
By ſwarthy throngs on Egypt's palmy plain, | 
Or-anxious watch'd, the annual overflow : | 5 
Of bounteous Nile, than, by our throbbing hearts D. 
And eager eyes, his preſence. 
|  Ariſ. Holy man, T1 
Perhaps, it is a crime to fear his coming; 

5 And with delay d, what promiſes: ſalvation _ 
| To the gen'ral weal ; yet, ſure, my ſpirit fails, Tt 
With ſome unwonted horror, when I think, = 

What revelation from th' offended gods al 
His tongue may utter, and around me calls ,_ 
A thouſand phantaſms, and ſtrange forms of ill FR 
| Attendant on his voice. Ad 
| Epbeb. Why ſnouldſt thou fear ?— | | Ar 
I know he brings redemption for the land ; 8 8 8 Ar 
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Buch tidings never, to the patriot breaſt, 
Harſh or unwelcome ſound. 
Arif. Rever'd and wiſe, 
Thou choſen of the pow'r, whoſe piercing beams, 
Thro' the deep veil of dark eternity, | 
Pervaſive ſtrike the future, doth thy god, 
Compaſſionate of human blindneſs, ſend 
The viſions of the night ?—To thee, I bluſh | 
To own a weaknefs, which would ſpeak my mind 
The prey of female terrors ; a ſad dream, 
With direful preſage of impending ills 
On me and mine, redounding from the reſponſe 
That Tiſis brings, hath overwhelm'd my ſoul ; 
And much I fear his coming, as the priſ ner, 
Trembling and panting thro' the ſhades of night, 
The awful ſuffrage, from the hill of Mars, 
Diſpens'd to Cecrops? ſons. 
 Epheb. By various means, 
The gods, compaſſionate of erring man, 
Unfold events to come. The flight of birds; 
The victim's entrails, panting yet with life 3 
The path of lightning, volley d thro' the air ;— — h 
Meteors and prodigies, — and dreams, the laſt ;j— | 
But theſe leſs certain :—for the mind of man, 
From wrecks and remnants of the day forepaſt, 
Action or thought, illuſive viſion forms, 
And oft diſeaſe, with phantaſms ſtrange and wild.. 
Around each organ plays, | 
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Ariſ. I am not apt | - 
To yield my faith to dreams. Weak is the mind,. 


That thinks the wild disjointed phantaſms,  form'd | | | In 
From wrecks and remnants of our waking thoughts, - h W. 
An effluence of the gods, a revelation, Cs 
To favour'd mortals, of their ſacred will, | Dit 
Which, ſurely, were moſt weak, and vainer ſtill | To 
Than that of mankind, were it like our dreams; | =. 
Yet ſtill th' impreſſion of my laſt night's viſion, Thi 
Waking returns, with ſuch ſtrong influence, 1 
That I, perforce, muſt yield to its ſuggeſtion. | | Ter 
Epheb. You raiſe my wonder. What portentous forms, My 
In viſion ſeen, could ſhake your nature thus: "ff 
Ariſ. Methought, I-heard the din of horas and hounds, Hea 
And huntreſs Dian ſoon appear'd in view. | „„ 
A beauteous hind fled ſwift, before the dogs, | | Tha 
Of ſtern Laconia's breed, that eager urg'd | | Of 
The chace; her flanks they ſeized, and Dian then The. 
Let fly a feather'd ſhaft, and in her gore Send 
The victim palpitated. —Pity-moy'd, - aha . Sink 
Awhile, I muſing ſtood, but ſtood not long; His 
For ſoon, methought, my daughter's voice I heard, Ar 
Tender and lamentable, and on me Will 
She call'd, for aid and pity : round I turn d; To b 
1 faw her not; but, in proceſſion long, And 1 
A train of prieſts a milk-white heifer led, Of wa 
With fillets wreath'd, as for a ſacrifice. 8 
The y 
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Bob. As for a ſacriſice What may this mean? 
Ariſ. Awhile I gaz d; but, quickly, from my view, 
In clouds, the pageant vaniſh'd ; and the ſpot, 
Whereon I ſtood, with virgin flow'rets teem'd ; 
The lily chief, all pale and eminent, 
Diſplay'd her fragrant cups. I turn'd, intent 
To form a wreath, and join the ſacrifice, 
And cropt the tender ſtalks ; when, dire to view, 
The wounded ſtems emitted ftreams of gore, 
That ſtain'd my bands and garments z and . 
Tender and lamentable, as before, 
My daughter's voice was n I woke, 
| Epheb. *Tis ſtrange and awful. Heay'n avert the preſage — 
Heard you that ſhout ?—Sure, Tiſis hath return'd. 
And lo,—he comes encircled by the crowd, 
That hang upon him, and, with eager haſte, 
Of queſtions multiplied, preclude the reſponſe, 
They greedily demand. — Relenting gods, 
Send us propitious tidings ! —yet, my heart 
Sinks at the heavy cheer and deep n 
His viſage wears. 
Ariſ. Whate er he brings, the _ 
Will arm our hearts, with patient fortitude, 
To bear the doom. Enough, for us, to know, 
And that we know with certainty ;—nor wrath 
Of vengeful Jove, nor force of pow'rs malign, 
Can rob the virtuous, of his ſelf-applauſe 
The yaliant, of an honourable death, 
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Enter, to them, Evynars and Tisis, with a crowd of 


ME$SSENIANS. 


Euph. Tiſis, declare what Phoebus, from his ſhrine, 
Hath to thine ear unfolded. 
Tif. Oh Ithome! | 
Reluctant, I approach thee, tho? I bear 
Deliv'rance to the land! for, my ſoul ſinks, 
Wille fancy's pourtraiture the ſorrow ſhows, 
For ſome kind heart prepar'd. Stern deities, 
Why on theſe lips impoſe the cruel taſk ? 
Euph. Oh ſpare our feelings, Tiſis ;—inſtant ſay, 


Bringft thou or good or ill from Pæan's ſhrine ? 


Tif. For good the worſt, —for ill, not without hope.— 


Euph. Sure, thou haſt learn'd, in ſounds oracular, 
To veil thy meaning. Tiſis, by the gods 
And all our hopes of ſafety, we adjure thee 
With plainneſs ſpeak, what we are doom'd to hear ag 
Say, ſhall Ithome ſtand ? - | 

Tif. Her tow'rs may ſtand. 
But, oh ye gods, at what a fatal price, 
Their fall muſt be redeem'd! 
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Ariſ. It is enough, 
O Pzan! Pæan! if Ithome's fall 
May be redeem'd ; we bleſs the bounteous gods, 
Prepar'd, to learn the worſt, and gladly pay oy > 
Th' appointed ranſom. | ? 
Euph. Matrons, fires, and virgins, 
That, in this hour of dire calamity, 
Await th' eventful ſounds from Delphi's ſhrine, 
With meek ſubmiſſion, to the mandate bend. 
Tiſ. For many days, the Pythoneſs delay'd 
Her anſwer ; but our pray'rs, at length, prevail'd; 
Ketir'd within a cavern, all her ſoul 5 
Was with the godhead ſill'd. Then, forth ſhe came. 
Parnaſſus trembled, the caſtalian ſpring 
Ran backward to its ſource, the maid inſpir d 
With ſacred rage, enthuſiaſtic ſwelld, 
Her hair erected ſtood ; her alter'd form, 
Dilating, ſeem'd to riſe and grow before me, 
To giant ſtature ; and her voice was chang'd, 


For tones not mortal ; from her foaming lips, 


Theſe ſounds tremendous iſſued while the laurels 
And groves around me, lowly, beat their heads, | 
As in obeyſance to the deity. ' | 5 


THE ORACLE 
„ My $0N, TO RESCUE THE MESSENIAN LAND, 
« AN HUMAN SACRIFICE THE GODS DEMAND; 
„Old AeyTUsS MUST FURNISH FROM nis LINE, 


& A SPOTLESS VIRGIN, rox DIANA'S SHRINE.” - 
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Lyf. Oh ſounds of horror! — Said he not a virgin ?— d. E 
A virgin, from the houſe of Æpytus. | T 
Ariſ. Here is the beauteous hind, the virgin flow'r.— Lad. 
O Dian, cruel huntreſs ! muſt my child 
Before an altar bleed ?—Yet grant me, gods, 
A ſtrong enduring heart; to form my deeds 
Submiſſive to your will, which muſt prevail, 
And ſtill is beſt, whate'er, in mazes toſt, IM 
The blind and erring thoughts of man may deem. 
Zupb. I ſee the crowd recoil ; and horror blank 
Dwells on each brow. —Ye have the reſponſe heard. 
However ſome may ſuffer, let the thought, 
That with their pangs they buy their country's ſafety, 
Conſole the ſuff 'rers, dry the parent's tears, 
And bid the lover, with proud triumph yield 


The choſen of his heart. Tell me, ye fathers, wy 8 A 
And anxious mothers, tell me ; were it beſt, | 

To ſee diſeaſe and famine chill conſume _ In 
The bloom of beauty ? Or, far worſe, behold - 
The virgin, by the brutal raviſher, 

Twiſting his ſavage hand in her fair treſſes, 8 
Drag'd from her mother's arms, the prey of luſt ?— 1 
No, —ye will give to virgin deity | 

A virgin ſacrifice ; and while that act, 0 
From loathed violation, ſhall preſerve | Fr 
The virgin's lov'd companions, from the ſword ” 


Our brave Meſſenians ; let the glorious thought 
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Endear the blow, which ſends a gentle ſhade 
To bliſsful ſeats of peace and innocence. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


| The ſame place continues as in the laſt ad. 


Enter ArxrSTODEMUS and Lysrscvs. 


Lys1scvs. 


A SAD diſtinQion tis, to be ſupreme 

In miſery !—What avails our noble blood, 
From Æpytus deduc'd ?-—The wretched parents 
Of our devoted houſe now crowd together, 
And o'er each other mourn ; with ſighs and groans 
The common doom bewailing ; yet, in ſecret ; 
For the rude populace, with clamours loud, 
Call for atoning blood, themſelves exempt 
From touch of danger, in the common peril ; 
And human feelings, and pareatal tears 

Are fins, againſt the lordly majeſty 

Of their miſrule. 


[ Exc. 
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Ariſ. 1 love my child, Lyſiſcus, | | | | A, 


As much as father ever lov'd a daughter. | 7; And 
Her gentle manners, her ſweet blooming youth, | | That 
Her filial duty, and the hopeful promiſe | Of p: 
Of ev'ry virtue, cling around my foul, _ | Moſt 
Ineffable endearment but, 1 know : In vi 
My country gave her, a moſt precious pledge, | Of v 
To bind my faith; and ſhould that country claim her, * Emb 
Tho? more than life in yiclding her I yield, Is mc 
She 1s no longer mine. | ; | Ther 


Ly/. Thy nature tow'rs, 

Above the weakneſs of mortality. * 
Ihou chief, as head of us who trace our birth 

From Æpytus, muſt feel this oracle 
War with thy deareſt hopes; but may we not 
Withdraw our children ?—Still, enough remain 
From /Epytus deriv'd. | 

Ariſ. Unworthy thought !— 


When all exertions of the citizen 5 
27 


In field, in council, or, deficient there, 
In precept, or example, are requir'd ; e 
Our flight were treaſon. 

Ly/. If the populace i | hr 
May judge for us, that, in diſtinguiſh'd rank, * 
Expos d to public gaze, and envy dwell Fi Paſs + 
Whate'er oppoſes their o'erweening will 1 


Is treaſon. ; | | Shall 
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Arif. Tis not for the populace 
And vain acclaims; but for the majeſty 
That dwells attendant on the ſacred name 
Of parent country, whoſe high reverence 
Moſt home and inward to the boſom ſprings 
In virtuous men; ev'n dearer than the love 
Of wife and children, and within itſelf 
Embraces all, that to the human mind 
Is moſt congenial.—l will to the fane, | 
There wait my doom with trembliog reſignation. 


[Exit Ariftodemus. 
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Taman and 1 


Tyf. My poor Anthemoe, have thy father's cares 
Nurtur'd thee for the altar ?—Ob Tecmeſſa, 
What perils wait our child! 

Tecm. Around the fane, | 

The crowd aſſembles, and the common ſort, 
If any of the houſe of Æpytus | 
Paſs thro” the ſtreets, with a malignant joy, 
Survey the wretches, whoſe predeſtin'd pangs 

Shall glad the meaner herd, —O ſay, Lyſiſcus, 
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What arts of prudence from our ſweet Anthemoe, 
Avert the fatal blow ? 

Lyſ. Alas, 1 know not. 
Smote by the terrors of th* impending PENG | 
Prudence and foreſight fail. At random borne, 
By the reſiſtleſs tide of adverſe fate, 
I float a paſſive wreck. | 

Tecm. Before the ſhrine 
Of matron Juno, humbled in the duſt, 


From dawn of morning, to her guardian care, 


With ſtreaming tears and lowly oraiſons, 


FT have my child commended. A fad train 


Of wretched matrons, trembling, like myſelf, 
For their dear progeny, with ſqualid looks 


And hair diſhevell'd, fpread in proſtrate ranks, 


Choak up each avenue, and fill the ſteps ; 
And, with low-murmur'd pray'rs and fainting hearts, 
Weary the pow'r, they ſcarcely hope to move. 

Lyſ. Clofe to our camp, the ſpartan force advanc'd, 


Wich hourly danger of a mortal field, 


Harrows the breaſt paternal. 

Tecm. Oh, my ſon, 
In graceful promiſe of accompliſh'd manhood, 
To ripe perfection growing, o forgive me, 
If all my boſom, with thy ſiſter's danger 
Poſſeſs'd and fill'd, awhile forgot my boy; 


Scarce in my pray'rs included. 
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Lyſ. My Tecmeſſa, 
Tho? grievous to the parent breaſt it is 
To loſe a ſtripling in th' advent'rous fight; 
The noble mem'ry of the ſlain ſurvives, 
Some conſolation to his weeping friends.— 
But, to ſurrender to the lifted knife, 
Prepar'd for ſacrifice, a ſpectacle 
And public pageant, the ſoft baſhful maid, 
For mild retirement form'd, and works of peace ! 
O *tis unnatural ! 

Tecm. Say then, my huſband, 
While yet the danger hangs with doubtful weight 
On all the houſe of Æpytus, wer't not wiſe, 

To fave our child by flight ? I now may call her 

Our only hope.—My ſinking heart forebodes 

That Philocles ſhall bleed. Our ruler's doom 
Will ſoon appoint a victim, Should th' award, | 

| Avert the dire event, propitious heav'n !— 


But ſhould our ruler's doom. —1 cannot ſhape 

My tongue, to ſpeak the reſt. Nor art, nor force, 

Could ſtem the people's rage, or ſave from death.— 
Ly. Awhile defer this theme ; for, with Dione, 

Our ſad Anthemoe comes. — Approach, my children. 
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Enter, to them, Diox x and AxTHEMOE. * The 
| | | Thre 
While yet th' offended gods delay their ven geance, Our 
Let us embraces join. — The tempeſt ſoon And 
Will riſe, and howl, and blacken o'er the land, : To g 
And we muſt part for ever. | | For | 
 Tecm. Shall my throes . | | Whit 
No children boaſt, to comfort the decline | | Aw 
Of weary age !—My ſon, th' untimely victim | May 
Of war's wide havock, on th* enſanguin'd plain 
Shall ſink the prey of vultures ; 'and my daughter, Dione 
Whom I have cheriſh'd with a mother's pride, 
And fondly treaſur'd, as a precious gem, | Ly, 
In ſecret ſhining, to make rich our houſe; | The f. 
She too ſhall periſh. | 8 | Subdu 
* Anth. Dear the light of heav'n, Is 
And ſweet the pleaſures, vernal time of youth | That ! 
And eaſe and affluence bring ; reſigning theſe, | Tic 
Tho? I muſt heave a ſigh of fond remembrance 1 . „ 
For the calm joys of childhood, yet, my heart i 
Clings not to theſe; my feeble ſoul recoils, | 5 Tha 


O'erwhelm'd at thoughts of parting from your arms, 
1 
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My tender parents; and from thee, Dione, 
Soft ſiſter of my ſoul.— Vet thou alas, — 
Oh would to heav'n, | we were not, in our fates, 
Environ'd by the common lot of danger, 
As in affection, ſiſters! 
Dio. Vet tis happy; 
The perils from the pythian oracle 
Threat not the manly progeny. Tis juſt, 
Our weak and worthleſs kind ſhould pay th' atonement, 
And ſpare the vig'rous youth, with warlike arms, 
To guard their parent ſoil. Thy gallant brother 
For brave exertions ſhall reſerve his blood, 
While thou, or I, with holy fillets wreath' d, 
A weak and timid, but a ſpotleſs victim, 
May fall before che altar. : 


Nione and Anthemoe, retiring to ſome diſtance from Lyſiſcus and 
Tecmeſſa, converſe apart. 


| Ly. My Tecmeſſa, 
The fond careſſes of theſe tender children 
Subdue my ſoul ;—intolerable pang, — 


In vain, I ſtruggle to repreſs the tears, 
That ſcald my hoary cheek. 
Tecm. Like ſiſter graces, 
Behold them hand in hand. Are theſe meet ſubjets 
Of bloody ſuperſtition ?—See their treſſes, | 
That flow, like wreaths of ſun-illumin'd clouds 
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On zephyr's wing light borne.—Shall theſe bright locks, 
Clotted with gore, be trampled in the duſt ? | 
Ly/. Spare me, Tecmeſſa ; do not rive my heart. 
Tecm. Canſt thou forget the times of joy and peace, 
When we have ſeen theſe children ſport around us, 
Whole ſummer days, like fawns, or playful kids; 
And I have call'd them from their infant paſtimes, ' 
In wantonneſs, to wreath their little heads, 
With rural diadems of ſweeteſt flow'rs, 
As queens of Flora's realm; and braid, with myrtle 
And young and gloſſy tendrils of the vine, 
Their locks, that vied in ſmoothneſs ?—See their forms, 
Deck'd by all bounteous nature, emulous 
Of cyprian Venus, when conſenting heav'n 
Show'r'd roſes on her birth, and where ſhe trod 
Exulting earth, in ſign of gratulation, 
Bade flow'rets ſpring, and fragrant ſcents abound, | 
| [ Anthemoe and Dione come forward. 
Anth. Oh talk not, my Dione, as our fates 
Where ſep'rate or diſtin, and thou couldſt periſh, 
And I ſurvive, Our thoughts, our hopes, our joys, 
Have been united, with ſuch faith entire, 
That death ſhall not divide us. | 
Dio. Sure, Anthemoe, 


Each is a portion of the other's being. 


One mind, one ſpirit, actuates two frames; 
And ſhould the gods disjoin thoſe equal parts, 
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Harmoniouſiy adapted each to each, 
And to perdition doom a moiety, 
The reſidue would droop, and pine away, 
Olf half its vital principle and eſſence 
Bereft.—From childhood have we grown together, 
Like tender plants, that neighbours firſt, then meet, 
Then join their pliant ſtems, till the ſame bark, 
Indiſſoluble union, cloſes round. . 

Anth. Yet hope for good. 

Dio. Amidſt our miſeries, 
It cheers my ſoul, that Philocles is WES 
*Twill ſpare ſome anguiſh to his gentle heart ; 
Which, well I know, would bleed, for thee, and haply 
Feel ev'n for me, ſhould the ſtern deities x 
Demand our votive blood. — Thy parents hear 
And cenſure my free ſpeech. Let us retire, 
And mingle thoughts in ſecret. 
. Anth. Let us ſeek 
The winding paths along the river's ſide, 
With roſes ſkirted and each flow'ring ſhrub. 
The ſylvan deities with partial eye 


Regard the choſen ſpot. ; 
[ Exeunt Dione and Anthemoe, 


ay 
F 
i. y 
* 
7 b ; 
: 
7 1 
7 ; 
| : 
* 
1 
bp 
* Y 1 
. 
23 
3g 
"A 
25 
= 
+ 
8 
SE 
*Z 
8 
E 
. 
* 
Ko 
4 
* 
_ 
770 
z » 
. 
A 
1 
+ 
. 
. 
. 
i 
"i 
1 I 
-# 
3; 
N [1 
= 
2 
x4 
_ 
7 
N 
. 
_ 
2: 
42 
22 
A 
ee 
4 
* 


? 
d] 
1 
! 
7 


| — 


ES ot Eo ES 


os Co Mg A * * 2 3 
5 4 


— 


— 


ant 


— ere uh. Serge — — — 


P 
* „ 52 


—— — — — — — 


- 


8 N 


Lrsiscus and TECMESSA. 


Lyſ. With what a grace 
They parted, like two nymphs of Dian's train ! 
Tecm Of Dian's train ! alas, ill-omen'd ſound. 
Ly/ She muſt not die.—Say, ſhould we think of flight, 
Might we not, in the fane of matron Juno, 
Conceal the maiden, by thy ſiſter's ad; 
Til] night with friendly mantle veil our ſteps ? 
Tecm. In Juno's fane ! what haſt thou ſaid Lyſiſcus? 
In Juno's fane ! ſome god inſpires the thought 5 
Pregnant with ſofety for Anthemoe. 
Zy/. With ſafety for Anthemoe! whence, or how, 
Save by our ſlighi, and that a doubtful caſt ? 
Tecm. My ſiſter, kind Evadne, loves Anthemoe, 
With fondnefs, greater far, than common parents 
Bear their own offspring; and this very morn, 
By matron Juno ſwore, within whoſe fane 
Her blameleſs days ſhe ſpends, that, for my child, 
Her life ſhe would adventure. At the ſhrine, 
We pray'd together ; and methought, from beav'n, 
A lambent light fill'd all the ſanctuary 
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Above, below, around :—'tis Juno ſure. — 
My ſpirits mount, with preſent deity, 
My heart, dilating, whiſpers, that my child 
May be preſerv'd.—Farewell, I ſeek my ſiſter. 
Queſtion me not; but be thou confident, - 
Means may be offer'd by propitious heav'n. 
| [Exit Tecmeſſa. 


Lyſiſcus remains muſing and <vrapt in thought ; enter to him, at 
firſt unobſerved, Alcander, as from the camp, diſguiſed like a 
Peaſant. ES: | | | 


* 


S HN 


Lys18cus and ALCANDER 


Ale. Thou little know'ſt, unhappy Philocles, 

What ſtorms of adverſe fate invade thine houſe, 

And a ſtill dearer pledge. O how approach 

This wretched family! there is a terror, 

An awful ſtern rebuking in misfortune, 
* That more confounds the ſympathetic mind, 

Than all the pageantry of frowning guards, 1 
Robes, and tiaras, which the flaviſh eaſt 
Ordains for tyranny. | 
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Lyf. Approach, Alcander. | C 


Why ſtand at diſtance ; as a meſſenger 1 
Fraught with unwelcome tidings ? Say, how fares 
My fon? What wond'rous chance, at eve of fight, O 
Returns a fervid youth, to this poor ſpace, | | R 
By hoſtile bands beleaguer'd, where, alone _ | 
Enfeebled age and helpleſs women range L 
From fane to fane, and weary all the gods, : A 
With fruitleſs oraiſons ? | | 0 
Alc. His plighted oath, N. 
And awful fear of ſtern Ariſtodemus, O1 
Inviolable ties, confine thy ſon, 
Within the neighb'ring camp, the wretched victim HI 
Of agonizing fears, leſt ſome ſad doom T. 
Should wait his dear connections. He beſought me, | Sh 
; Thus ſhrouded in a peaſant's humble weeds, i Th 
To learn what Phœbus dooms ;—thus various calls To 
Impelling variouſly, —the voice of fame, — | Ste 
And plighted friendſhip, could I heſitate ? : . 
Lyſ. Thou ſceſt us, in the web of adverſe fate A 
Involv'd, beyond redemption. Thou haſt heard Of 
What Phcebus hath enjoin'd, the thunder bolt Re. 
Hangs threatening yet uncertain.— Could my ſon Th 
Behold his ſiſter bleed 4 
Ale. No.— Had he learn'd I 
The direful mandate, ſoon his eager ſteps, Beſ 


All other cares deſpiſing, in the danger 


1 8 
Of thoſe he loves ſo dear, would ſeek Ithome, 
To ſhare their woful doom. 

Hear ye not ſounds 

Of ſolemn minſtrelſy ? They fink and ſwell, 
Roll'd hither on the breezes, 

Alc. Tis the pageant, 
Led on by Euphaes, with ſolemn march 
And ſad religious pace; to the deep touch 
Of the grave lyre, and ſoftly breathing flute; 
Not unaccompanied by warbled ſtrain 
Of choral hymn melodious. 

Ly Sons of Æpytus, 
How beat your boſoms now? The doom is nigh. 
The gods will have their victim. Cruel Dian 
Shall bathe in blood. —1 ſee the lifted knife; 
The conſecrated veſſels are prepar'd, 


To catch the ſpouting gore?—How look'd the king. 


Stern or compaſſionate ? 
Alc. Ia his looks, the king 


A ſtern compoſure wears, yet mixt with glances 


Of pity that confeſs his melting ſoul, _ 
Recoils, in ſecret, from the taſk of duty, 
The gods impoſe. 
Lyſ.. Sawſt thou Ariſtodemus ? 
Ale. All pale and haggard, as from painful weil, 
Beſide the king he moves; yet, in his port, 
A majeſty elate, that ſeems to raiſe him 


Above the crowd, upborne in paths of air, 
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Not treading the low earth, a piercing fire 
Fills his commanding eye. His awful brow 
Seems charg'd with cogitations vaſt and deep. — 
The fate of kingdoms, and the means of good 
To myriads yet unborn. Ephebolus, 
In robes of ſnowy white array'd, and crown'd 
With wreaths of laurel, intermix'd with fillets 
Of pureſt wool, comes next, his heavy eyes 
Faſt rivetted on earth; and ſeems to faint 
Beneath oppreſſion of his dreadful function. 
Zy/. At Dian's fane, contiguous, horrid thought . 


Ev'n now commence the rites of cruelty. 


6, NE 


Opens and diſcovers a large area, with a Temple, ſuppoſed to be 
that of Diana. A Proceſſion led by Euruaks, ArisTopemos 
on his right hand, Tisis on his left. ErnutnoLus, with the 
other priefts of Apollo and the pricts of Diana, robed in white.— 
CronsrTErs and Musicians —Then the houſe of Kyros, 
and lat, a numerous train of MESSEN1ANS.—T hey range them- 
ſelves around the Temple —Evenars comes forward in the af of 
eddrefſing duc crowd ; tevo pricfls of Apollo land behind him, the 
one bears a white weil, and bands of ewwhite wool ; the other an 
urn, wwreathed with laurel, and fillets of white wool,— The urn in- 
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tended for the purpoſe of deciding, by lot, what virgin of the 
houſe of KrevTtus ſhould be offered to Diana; the fillets to 
bind the veil 10 be 'throton over the appointed vitim.—Prepara- 
| tory to the ceremony of the lot, a ſolemn hymn is performed by the 
band CnonisrEASs and MusiclAxs. | | 


H Y M N. 


PRIME entity, eternal and unchang'd, . 
Tho' wide in various forms thine attributes have rang d; 
Whatever ſymbol, or whatever name, | 
Deſcribes thee, all-pervading flame, 

Thro' earth, and air, and ſea, 

A vaſt expa:ifive ſcene 

Of goodneſs, and of pow'r, | ; 
An eſfluence bright from thee, 

Imparted eſſence pure of deity, 

Doth nouriſh all things ; robe this orb in green, 


* The uſe of human ſacrifices has been very general, among all pa- 
gan nations, poliſhed and barbarous, ancient and modern. We find- 
them among the Greeks and Romans, even when they were confider- 
ably advanced in civilization. They were more generally practiſed, by 
the Scythians, Germans, Gauls, and Britons; and hiſtory informs us 
that they were not unknown to the people of Mexico. Under the 
terror of impending evils, human ſacrifices were employed as expiatory 


rites, of ſovereign efficacy to avert the wrath of of:ended deity. In the : : 
exultation of proſperity and ſucceſs, they were conſidered as the moſt 5 
grateful oblation which could be paid to the gods in return for their S 


bounties. Sometimes, the ſacrifice was the act of the community, ſe- 
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And feed whatever creatures live and more, 
Whether they ſwim, or creep, or walk, or fly 
> The deeps, the rivers, earth and ſky; 
Dot endleſs bleflings ſhow'r, 
And prove, in all, thy nn love. 


Whate er we have is thine ; 

Whate'er is dear to thought, or ſight, 
All is imparted by thy bounteous hand, 
A portion of ineffable delight, 

That in the ſphered manſions bright, 


lecting and immolating the victim, with all the pomp of religious ſo- 
lemnity; ſometimes, of the individual, devoting himſelf, and averting the 
wrath of the gods by a voluntary death. The moſt memorable inſtances 
of the former kind were the ſacrifice of Jeptha's daughter, in jewiſh 
ſtory, of Iphigenia, and the ſubject of the prefent drama: inſtances of 
the latter kind are more numerous. — Menzceus the ſon of Creon, in 
the Phonifiz of Euripides; — Macaria, in the Heraclidz of the ſame 
poet ;---Alceſtis, who devoted herſelf to death, to prolong the exiſtence 
of her huſbatid j---Codrus, the laſt king of Athens Leonidas, and 
the Roman Curtius, are among the names which preſent themſelves 
immediately to my memory. The ceremony of ſelf-devotion became a 
conſtant practice among the Romans, whenever their troops were hard 


pre ſled, and the event of a battle dubious, and it never failed of enſur- 


ing ſucceſs to their arms. 


Whence is it, that a practice ſo ſhocking and repugnant to the feelings 


of humanity, and to the firſt diftates of nature, has ſo generally pre- 
vailed From the cauſe which has led human creatures to torment 
themſclves, by voluntary ſecluſions, pilgrimages, penances, and various 


forms of ſelf-mortification ; and to deſtroy their fellow- creatures by. xe re- 


ligious wars and perſecutions,—rANATICISM, 

The mind, aſtoniſhed and overawed by extraordinary events, Er 
good or ill, is led to the contemplation of ſome ſuperior beings, the diſ- 
poſers of human affairs, as the authors of them : if the incidents ſhould 
be favourable, the perſon who experiences them, is led to conſider him- 
ſelf as an object of the peculiar favour, and immediate interference, of 


as 
Unmix'd and perfect, dwells with thee alone. 
When, ' ſtooping from thine high tranſlucent _— 
Thou doſt thine own demand, 
Shall man, ungrateful man, with rebel aim, 
8 to detain the boon, or at thy will repine? 


It is not that the gods,” all-wiſe and good, 
Delight i in human blood; 
But prompt obedience and ſubmiſſion due 
Are offer d; to the pow'rs on high, h 


an over-ruling providence ; if they are calamitous, overwhelmed. with 
the horrors of his ſituation, he ſinks in ſuperſtitious gloom, and ſuppoſes 
himſelf the peculiar mark of divine wrath; the victim of a cruel and 
vindictive deity, ſingling him out for viſitation, In both caſes, an over- 
heated imagination begins to work, and fanatic gratitude ſuppoſes that 
this peculiar friendſhip and interference of the divinity, deſerves the 
moſt precious offerings in return; on the other hand, the mind, ſinking 
under the weight of ſufferings, which it takes to be revelation of divine 


wrath, and filled with fears and preſages of vengeance, ſets itſelf at 


work to deviſe means of appealing the deity; a gloomy ſpirit will pic- 
ture to itſelf a gloomy godhead ; ſelf-devotion and human victims will 
then preſent themſelves; as the conſummation of value in the ſacrifice, - 
and of piety in the votary; and the more cruel the religious rite, the 
more painful the ſtruggle, the greater the outrage on the feelings of 
humanity, the more meritorious is the ſacrifice ſuppoſed to be, and the | 
more acceptable to the divinity. 

I thought it was not out of character, to make the prieſts, in g hymn, 
ſuppoſed to be chanted by them previous to the ſelection of a victim for 
an human ſacrifice, aſſign the only plauſible reaſon which could be aſ- 
ſigned for an human ſacriſice, that the gods did not accept them fa- 
vourably from any delight they took in human blood; but becauſe they 
conſidered them as unequivocal teſts and pledges of man's obedience to 
the divine will. And ſomething like this we find in the ſeriptures— 
« Becauſe thou haſt not withheld thine only ſon; in bleſſing 1 will 
« bleſs thee, and in multiplying, I will multiply thee.” 
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More grateful, than the flocks Nonacria “ feeds, 
Or all the hecatombs that graſſy Pthia+ breeds, 
Or clouds of incenſe, wreathing to. the ſky. 


Whate'er is dear and inward to the mind, 

The precious pledge that bids us cling to life, 

The darling object of our care and ſtrife 

With ready zeal reſign'd ; 

"Theſe are the mighty teſts, that prove religion true. 


See meek-eyed duty, with ſubmiſhon low, 


And pious awe, 


Bends in the duſt; nor the bold eyeball rears, 
Nor vaunts her, with preſumptuous ken, to read 
In the dread archives of the ſtarry ſpheres, 

Th' eternal reaſons of what Jove decreed. 

For vain and impious the deſign, 

To fathom with the line, 

Of weak and erring human ſenſe, 

What the good gods diſpenſe ; 

Or ſound the depths of that unerring law, 


Which ſmites their creature man, with ſome afflictive blow, 


Euph. Ye valiant ſons of Epytus, who ſhine, 
Mark'd out by virtue, from primeval time, 
Firſt of Meſſenians; let your high deſcent 


* Nonacria, a digit of Arcadia, ſo called iow the fountala No- 


nacris, 
+ Pthia, part of Theſſaly. 
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Speak in your actions, on this awful day. 
Think not the mandate, from- Apollo ſent, 
Sounds adverſe to your houſe ; tis giv'n in love 
Yes, ye are ſingled out, on miſſion high, 
A choſen race, to ſend, from. your pure ſtem, 
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Not a mere victim, but an hallow'd eavoy, 

Call'd by the gods, before the throne of grace, 

To ſtand unwearied, and, with ſpotleſs lips, 

Make pious interceſſion. In your breaſts 

If patriot virtue burns, ye will contend 

For this high honour but pre-eminence 

In honour, —if with pious hearts ye weigh 

This mortal ſtate, in ſorrows,—if ye view, 

With worldly mind and ſelfiſh, let the chance 

Of lots decide ; that none may criminate 

The doom, that honour gives, or takes a child ? 
L. What doſt thou purpoſe ? Wilt thou ſee thy child 

[ afide to Arifodenus. 

Pierc*d by the cruel ſteel of ſacrifice ? 

| Arif. Atſuch a period, when ti ennobled mind, 

Poſſeſs'd by the occaſion, ſhould call forth | 

Its utmoſt energies, and ſtand collected, 

For great exertions ; theſe enfeebling thoughts, 

That tend to diſobedience, gainſt what heav'n 

Reveals, and, in purſuance of its will, 

The magiſtrate ordains, are bold rebellion 

Againſt th' immortal gods, and treaſon palpable, 

Againſt the parent country. Should the lot 
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Demand my ſweet Dione; tho? the father 
May mourn in ſecret; yet, the citizen 


Shall thank the gods, that, from his houſe, derive 


Salvation to the land. 

 Epheb. Hear, good Meſſenians, 

And chief, ye fathers, that from Epytus 

Deduce your noble blood. To the great gods, 
That with juſt chaſtiſement are pleas d to ſmite 
This ſuff' ring country, raiſe your hearts and eyes, 
With pure religious zeal; that, on this day, 
Ihe rich oblation made by piety, | 
May turn away their wrath. —A we-ſtruck attend.— 
That urn of ſilver, by Ariſtus borne, 
Contains, within its womb, thrice thirty tablets, 
Of pureſt virgin wax, on each inſcrib'd | 
A maiden's name and line, who draws from Æpytus 


Her noble origin, in number equal 


To the fair daughters of that ſacred line. — 
Thou, ſage Eumolpus, with a ſnowy veil 


O'erſhade thine eyes; and firſt, with ſolemn pray'r 


Invoke directing Jove, and ev'ry god 
That guides the path of man; with rev'rent hand 
Explore the tablet then, whoſe import high 
To trembling expectation ſhall reveal 
The gods? myſterious will. 
Ly/. My reaſon fails 
A father's feelings ſo unman my ſoul, 
That I muſt fly; leſt my ill-omen'd grief 
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Should interrupt this high religious aQ, 
With groans and cries. —[T'll viſit my ſad home, 
Weep o*er my child, and train her to my breaſt, 
Haply the laſt, laſt, time. [Exit Lyſiſcus. 
Epheb. Prepare, Eumolpus. 
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[The prigſt covers his eyes with a whit weil ; he ſeems to pray 
for ſome time in ſilence, then draws forth a tablet from the 
urn, Ephebolus takes it, and diſplays it to the crowd.] 


Epheb. 'Tis Anthemoe the tablet bears inſcrib'd. 
Diana claims the daughter of Lyſiſcus. 

Eupb. Ariſtus and Eumolpus, to the houſe 
Of old Lyſiſcus haſte : conſole his grief, 

With pious accents; then, conduct the maid, 
With ſnowy veils ſurrounded, to the fane.— 
Meantime, let no intemp'rate ſudden burſt . 

Of joy indecent from the crowd eſcape, 

To break the ſolemn filence, that becomes 
The dread occaſion ; or a father wound 
With triumph, at the ſtern decree of fate, 

That takes his child, a victim for the land. 


[4s Ariſtus and Eumolpus are going out, for the purpoſe of 

conducting Anthemoe, from her father's houſe, to the Temple, 
Tecmeſſi and Evadne, who had been concealed and heard = 
what paſt, break through the crowd, and come forward to the 
front of the flage}. 
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Tecm. Deluded people! vainly would ye dip 
| Your hands, in virgin gore. Anthemoe's death 
Nor expiates the land, nor gives to Dian 
An acceptable vitim.— Marvel not, 
. At theſe my words ſo bold. The Pythoneſs 
Demands libation of atoning blood, 
= From /Epytus ; and poor Anthemoe 
Is alien to that ſtem. 
Euph. Thy frantic woe 
Miſleads thee, with a hope to fave thy on: — 
Elſe, why this wild ſuggeſtion? Thro' her veins 
Pure flows the blood of Epytus. 
Term. So deems 
The crowd, but falſely ; for th' unhappy maid 
Diſclaims all portion, in the fame and ſorrows 
That wait his line. 
Euph. And wouldſt thou brand thyſelf 
| | With ſtain indelible ? Is not Lyſiſcus 
The father of thy daughter ? 
| | Tem. Tho” the faith, ” 
At Hymen's altar plighted to my huſband, 
| 


Hath ever been unſtain'd ; yet, not the more 
Is good Lyſiſcus father of Anthemoe. 


Big with Meſſene's doom ; and, ere the ſun 
Repoſes in the weſt, a ſpotleſs victim 
Shall Dian's wrath aſſuage.—Retire thou hence, 


Epheb. Woman, forbear ; th' important moments preſs, 
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Nor let thy tongue, with vain loquacious grief, 
Diſturb the ſolemn rites, that ſave thy country. £ 
Evad. King of Ithome, and aſſembled crowds, 
Hear me; for now my ſilence were a crime, 
When blood of innocence, prepar'd to flow 
An uſeleſs ſpectacle of cruelty, | 
Unacceptable to the gods, and chief 
Meſſene's ſafety in Anthemoe's death, 
Fruſtrate, with hopes illuſory, by rites 
Which give a victim, yet withhold atonement, 
Reſiſtleſs urge to ſpeak, what fear and ſhame, 
For many a painful year of conſcious grief, 
Have buried in deep ſilence. Hear and wonder.— 
Anthemoe, whom ye ſeek to ſacrifice, 
As daughter of Lyſiſcus, owes to me 
Her wretched being. 
Euph. Miſerable woman, 
Where are the ſanctimonious purity, : g 
And ſage decorum, that have mark d thy life, 
A model, for the matrons of Ithome ? 
Doſt thou come forward, in this great aſſembly, 
To wound our ears with tales of wantonneſs, | 
And bold profeſſion of a ſin, whoſe taint , 
Scandals the holy function? | 
Evad. Tho' my death, 
Or worſe than death, eternal infamy, 
Hang on the words I utter ; yet, my tongue 
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Shall not recant,—Anthemoe is the fruit 
From ſtealth of loves illicit. Young Lycanor, 
The ſon of Dryops, was the virgin's fire. 
£uph, It is incredible—a ſtory forg'd — 
| Evwad. Thou ſpirit of the dead, that from the tomb 
Doft hover round unſeen ; oh thou, that hearſt | | 
My words, and knowſt their truth, to ſight reveal'd, 
| Endued with human organs, couldſt thou ſtand, 
Thy tongue would claim thy child. By that dear _ 
I ſwear; and call on ev'ry ſtygian pow r. | 
In witneſs of my oath ; each circumſtance, 
I now reveal, moſt ſhameful to myſelf, 
Is yet moſt true. The voice of love was urg d 
With ſuch reſiſtleſs ardour, it poſſeſt > 


Mine eaſy ſoul ; and all a virgin could, 


J yielded to Lycanor. 
Euph, Wherefore then, 
If from ſuch intercourſe the maiden ſprang, 
So rife and prevalent did common fame 
Aſcribe her birth to other parentage | ? 
__  Evad. Thelapſe of time now threaten'd: to diſcloſe 
- The tender ſtealths, that friendly night conceal” d.— 
I ſought my ſiſter, and with greater pangs | 
'Than thoſe of child-birth, which I after felt, 
VUrg'd her, with agonizing tears, from ſhame 
To fave her only ſiſt er; ſhe, at firſt, 
Struck with abhorrence, burſt from my embrace, 


| * 

And left me proſtrate on the floor; but ſoon 

A ſiſter's love return'd ; and, by her aid, 

1 bore Anthemoe ; and the babe was nurſt, 

As daughter of Lyſiſcus and Tecmeſſa. | | 
Euph. Thy ſtory, urg'd with circumſtance fo ftrong, 

As falſehood ſcarce could forge, at leaſt demands 

Delay and caution.—Let the crowd retire, — 

Poſtpone the ſacrifice, left with a victim | 

Unſought, unwelcome, we ſhould mock the gods. 


[Al] retire, except Alcander, who comes forward to the front 
| of the flage. 
Alcan. Eventful hour, what prodigies of woe 
Crowd in thy narrow circle Oh my friend, 
How will theſe tidings harrow up thy ſoul 
With anguiſh multiplied ! yet it is meet, 
That thou ſhouldſt learn them.— will to the camp, 
| The perils that ſurround his father's houſe 
Demand the preſence of my Philocles. 
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WHAT healing counſels, to the public ills, : 
Aford relief — Lo, on the perilous ere | 9 TI 
We ſtand of battle, whoſe event decides | | Ta 
Our ſafety or perdition; and th' atonement 85 
3 Of virgin blood, ſale hope of our redemption, Sa 
By Phœbus' voice enjoin d, to Artemis A 
Remains unpaid. | | | | ; G Po 
Ariſ. The furious rabble now . . ; * 
Preſent a ſcene of anarchy and outrage, — w 
Impatient from their ſuff rings paſt, and hope Th 
Of near redreſs, they crowd around the fanes, | To 
And throng the ſtreets, with loud and fearful cries, | | 5 
Calling for Dian's victim. Rev'rend order - | | H: 
And governance are ſilent, in the din; In 
The magiſtrates retire, before the torrent | | „ De 

Of popular rage, that rolls devouring on; 1 | 


by 


To all the houſe of Epytus. 
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Hardly, as yet, their feeble efforts ſave, 


From gen'ral maſſacre, the houſe of Æpytus. 

Euph. Vainly we thought our ills, devouring war, 
Famine and peſtilence were at their height.— 
The ſtrange diſtraQions, that the city fill, 

Double theſe horrors ; and the ſtate is ſick 
To diſſolution ; while, with fruitleſs care, 
We, whom the will of heay'n hath call'd to guard 


| The public weal, apply the remedies 
Of wholeſome counſel and authority. 
1 Epheb. The nobles ſtand aghaſt, before the populace, : 


Whom ſcarcely yet ſome weak remaining ties 

Reſtrain from violence. Not more diſmay'd 

The timid ſhepherds view the hungry lion, 

Ta'en in the toils, and ſtruggling to break forth. 
Tiſ. Some baleful demon o'er Ithome's tow'rs 

Sails, wrapt in gloomy clouds; and ſends abroad 

A fell deſtroying ſpirit. The ſofter ſex, 


Poſſeſt with rage enthufiaſtic, range 
Wild thro? the ſtreets, like frantic Menades, + 
With locks diſhevell'd, and with haggard eyes, 


They call aloud for blood; and ſhriek raging 


Euph. Lyſiſcus 


Hath from Ithome, with his wife and 8 


In ſecret ſtoln. Say, ſhall a ſecond lot 
Decide whom we to Dian give? Or force 
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Purſue, and ſeize the votive maid, whom fate 
Ordains the ſacrifice ?—For ſure, the tale 
Or love illicit and of ſpurious birth 


Is falſe and groundlefs by the ſequel prov'd. 


Ariſ. Meſſenian ſages, hear what I propound. — 
I feel, methinks, my riſing ſoul dilate, 
With active deity.---I have a daughter, 
A virgin pure; the blood of Æpytus, 
From ſire to ſon tranſmitted, thro” her veins, 
Courſes unmix d; to give her to the gods 
My ſoul is bent; for what may ſatisfy 
Th' ambitious parent's pride, like ſuch an union, — 
His daughter. wedded to the deity. 


Euph. Nobleſt of men, the gods ſure ſpeak in thee ; 


Twere impious to reject the voice divine, — 
Be it, as thou haſt ſaid — What thanks and praiſe 
Shall grateful myriads pay * 
Epheb. The ſculptor's art, 
The painter's faithful hand, and REY bards 


- Shall eternize thy name. 


Ariſ. ] ſeek no praiſe — 
Slow and reluctant I ſhrunk back, enſlav'd 
By fond parental weakneſs, Deity, 
With tern commandment, and o *er-ruling voice, 
Wrought in my foul refiſtleſs, —Thus impell'd, 


. Spite of myſelf, I offer up my child. 


A deed, which late poſterity will hear, 
With doubtful thoughts; to cenſure, or applaud, 
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As times and manners vary.—Satisſied 
With dear remembrance of Ithome's ſafety, 
I wiſh, to fink in ſilence to the tomb, 
And reſt beſide my child. The only boon 
_ I claim, is ſome ſwall pauſe, ſome reſting ſpace, 
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To ſummon up the man within my ſoul ; 
And diſcipline my thoughts, to meet the conflict 
Of warring paſſions : for of this be ſure, 
That yielding up to death a darling child, 
Mach more than life I yield. 

Euph. We will not break 
The ſacred ſilence, that thy griefs demand 3 
But to the gods commend thee ; and while love 
Of parent country fills the gen'rous breaſt, 
Thy name ſhall live moſt dear and venerable. 

[Exeunt all but Ariſtodemus. 


. um ̃— ,. ̃ÜAĩt re Sint et Ae 
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AR1STODEMUS alone. 


Arif. Ye gods, from ſeats of permanent delight, 
That look on wretched man, behold the conflicts 
That tear my boſom ; with your influence, 

Raiſe me above myſelf, with ſtrength endu d, 

To meet th' impending trial, as I ought ;— 
Diſpel the low- born thought, the ſelfiſh aim, 

The fond relenting, and ſo nerye my heart, 


252 


That no compunctious viſitings of nature 
May ſteal me from my great and virtuous purpoſe. 


[He covers hit. face, and bneels in the back part of the age. 


Enter Dioxs, who at firſt Fs wot perceive her Father, 


Dio. Thro' all the city piercing cries reſound, 
Of horror, mix'd with din of ſtormy rage, 
And threats of violence. My father abſent, 
Infuriate multitudes ſurround. our houſe, 
With tern and cruel eyes, and famiſh'd faces. — 
Something they ſeem to aſk, importunate, 
With menace join'd ;—perhaps, Diana's victim. — 
I tremble for my friend. Her parents tore her, 
By force, from my embraces. —When ſhe parted 
Methought, th' informiog ſpirit left this frame. 
Unſafe at home, I range to ſeek my fire, 
With trembling footſteps ; ſafeſt is the child 
Near a lov'd parent; he, with valiant arm 
Will guard my weakoeſs, for his health I fear 
His cheer is alter'd ; he is deadly pale, — 
Laſt night he ſpent, in deep and anxious muſing, 
Lonely and watchful ; and, at dawn of day, 
Our ſlaves inform me, he went forth in ſilence.— 
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Our old and faithful Donax“, at a diſtance 


His ſteps purſued, and found, he ſought a grove 
To Dian conſecrated ; proſtrate there, 

Long time in pray'r he paſt,—Nor food, nor wine, 
Nor aught, that may repair the waſte of nature, 
Since yeſter morn hath viſited his lip.— 

Lo, there he kneels, in pray'r immoveable 
Abſorpt, he ſees not, hears not. Sure, a weight 


Of lab'ring care and ſorrow preſſes down 
His mighty mind.—Propitious be the gods, 


My father, to thine oraiſons.— In filence, 
At rey'rent awful diſtance, will I ftand, 
[Ariſtodemus riſer and turns meu 
Ariſ. Approach my child, Dione. 
Dio. O my father. | 
Ariſ. What would my daughter? 
Dio. To the mighty gods, 


Commend me, in thine oraiſons, my wal | 


Shrinks at the ſenſe of danger ; and to thee, 
To thee, my father, clings for hope of ſafety; 
As the poor ſhip-wreck'd ſailor to the rock, 
That riſes firm amidſt the toiling deep. 

Ariſ. To me for hope of ſafety Danger whence ? 
What means my daughter? Wherefore doſt thou fear? 
Why haft thou ventur'd to commit thyſelf, 


* Suppoſcd to be one of the ſlaves of Ariſtodemus. 


10 


* 

Single and unprotected, to the gaze 
Of the preſumptuous rabble, apt for deeds 
Of violence: Why range the public haunts, 
That teem with licence? 

Dio. Pardon me, my father ; 
I could not bear the terrors of thine abſence. 
A deſpꝰ rate multitude ſurround our houſe ; 
With menaces confus'd and indiſtinct, 
The furious populace for Dian's fane 
Demand a victim. 
Ariſ. Hold my bleeding heart.— 
In fullneſs of allotted time, the gods 
Will find a victim.— Fair and graceful treſſes! 
Oh beauteous form ! moſt ſure, a ſoul divine 
Dwells in that frame,—and ſhalt thou then be led 
With fillet's wreath'd, to fall before the altar, 
Like beaſts that crop the herb? Shall that pure blood 
That courſes thro? the veins, to miniſter 
To perfect beauty, and to blameleſs life, 
Smoak on the bloody ſteel ? 

Dio. Alas my father, 
I fear for my Anthemoe ; leſt the crowd 
Fanatic ſeize, and drag her to the altar, 
A trembling victim. 

Ariſ. Doſt thou fear for her ?— 
Thou little know'f the danger. 
Dio. I could die, 
To ſave, from death, the ſiſter of my heart. 
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Ariſ. Tis ev'n unto thy wiſh, — poor innocent. Lade. 
Dio. Where ſhe to periſh ; did not love for thee, | 
My deareſt parent, chain me to this earth, 

Our fates ſhould be the ſame. Oft have 1 pray'd 

The gracious gods, that we might die together. 

 Ariſ. What haſt thou ſaid of dying ?—O, my child, 

How ſhall I ſpeak ?—My ſoul, confounded, falls 

| | Before her innocence; it ſinks awe-ſtruck, 
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As at the thoughts of guilt. O virgia ſoftneſs, 
How dreadful art thou to my thought !—My limbs, 
Trembling, refuſe to bear me. A cold damp 
Bedews my frame, — A deadly leaden weight 
Preſſes my boſom, ſtops my lab'ring breath. — 
Dione—daughter,—no,---it muſt not be.— |. Ade. 
Art thou, indeed, my daughter? | 

Dio. O my father, 


Sure thou art ſick to death. Some dreadful meaning REY | | N. 
Lurks in thine hollow eye. — O, would to heavn, | | J 
That 1 could riſe above the worthleſs ſtate | | 1 


Of female weakneſs and ſimplicity, 
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To manly ſenſe and courage, and deſerve 
To ſhare my father's grief ! 
Arif. Call me not father. 


I ſlartle at the name. There's in the ſound | 
Something, I know not what, of horrible, f 


That makes my hair involuntary riſe, 
And damps the vital currents, like the juice 
Of cold ſolanum. 8 
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Dis. Wouldſt thou caſt me off ?— 
Am I not then thy child ? 

Aris. Know this, Dione ; 
If thou, indeed, art mine; thou wilt reſemble 
| Thy fire, not ſo much in the lineaments, 
Uncertain oft, by outward caufes chang'd, 
Asin the thoughts and aims,—” Tis thus, a fire 
Lives in the virtuous child. If thou, indeed, 
Art mine; a ſpark of patriot worth ſhould beam, 
And kindle in thy breaſt ; with thoughts elate, 
To ſoar a pitch beyond the common herd, 
That ſpring and wither, in the paths obſcure 
Of ſordid privacy.---My child, Dione, 
Should be it}uſtrious.---Doſt thou love thy country? 
I mean not, with ſuch feeling as thy fex 
Gives to the ſound feducing. Doſt thou glow, - 
With active zeal, to ſave thy native land? 

Dio. My fervent pray'rs are breath*d, both morn and eve, 
For peace and ſafety to my native land, 
Dear in itſelf, ſtill dearer for my father — . 
What can the feeble and unpractis' d hand, 
And feebler mind, of a poor fooliſh maid 
Contribute to the great and awful work 
Of public welfare? | 

Arif. Much, too much, thou can'ſt, — 
Oh my ſwoln boſom !—to redeem thy country,— 
Than ſageſt counſels more, and puiſſant arm.— 
Thou bear'ſt within thyſelf the pledge, and means. 
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Dio. Have I the mighty pow'r to ſave my country, 
A ſimple maid ?—Inftrut me how, 4 my father. 
My prompt obedience, in the glorious taſk, 
Shall prove that 1 inherit from my fire, | a 
His virtues, with his blood. | | | 
Ariſ. Sad heritage! | 
Oh couldſt thou read my thoughts, and ſpare my ** 
The dreadful leſſon, which I have to teach, 
And thou to learn! Inſtruct thee, o Dione! 
Canſt thou exalt thy woman's mind, to feel 
Th' expanſive kindneſs and exalted love, 
Which thouſands can include ; and to the welfare 
Of thoſe we know not, thoſe we ne'er have ſeen, 
Of unborn myriads, that to being crowd, 
Can facrifice the preſent hopes, and aims, | 
Earth's bounded viſions, narrow ſchemes of life ; 
And upward look, for guerdon and fruition, 
In deathleſs honour, and the bleſt ſociety 
Of gods above; delight, without alloy, 
Or bound, or period ?—Couldft thou think, and act, 
Thus, thus, Dione ;---then wert thou, . 
Ariſtodemus child. 
Dio. Indeed, I feel 
I am thy child, and never ſhall my life 
Degen'rate, from the worth, that bids thy name 
Reſound illuſtrious, thro? the grecian ſtates. 


Alas, my fire, Dione's ſimple mind | 
Ne'er ventur'd on the thoughts ſublime, which lift 
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The mortal from this earth, in ecſtacy, | 
And mix him with the gods. The loom and diſtaff, 
And harmleſs ſports, with virgins, my compeers, 
Or-grateful oraiſons, to the good pow'rs, 
That crown'd my youth with bleſſings, firſt and chief 
Of envy'd bleſſings, gave me ſuch a fire ; 
"Theſe have fill'd up my time; nor left a thought 
For other ſpeculations. Yet 1 truſt, | 
Should great occaſion call me, to exertions 
Of import to my country, I could riſe, 
With ſoul elate, to meet the ſolemn act; 
And prove myſelf thy daughter, 
| Ariſ. Yes Dione, 

Thou art, indeed, my child, embrace thy father. 
Oh that embrace deſtroys me My reſolves, | 
My fteely fortitude are melted all, 
In that ſoft kiſs. 

Dio. Why doſt thou weep, my father ? | 

Ariſ. Say, my beloved, ſhould thy country's weal 
Demand a ſacrifice ; couldſt thou reſign 
Thy youthful hopes and pleaſures ? 

Dio. Oh moſt freely. — 
To ſave my country, I would live ſequeſter'd, 
A willing victim, and conſume my days, 
In pious rites and humble ceremonies 
Of duty to the gods. ; 

| Ariſ. Offended Dian 
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Requires a virgin. Couldſt thou then de vote 
Thy blooming. youth to her ?— 

Dio. *Tis what Pve ſought. 
Each morn, amidſt my oraiſons, I pray 
A ſpotleſs vot'ry, in her fane to live 
From worldly cares recluſe. Why doſt thou weep ? 
Ne'er till this day did I behold thy cheeks 
Stain'd with that woman's weakneſs. 

Ariſ. O my country, | [ahde. 
This is the dreadful moment ; let thy voice, | 
Silent and ſtrong, re-animate my ſoul, 

To pay the dreadful precious ſacrifice.— 

Suſtain me, heav'n ! One ſtruggle, and 'tis paſt, — 
To live Dione !—Art thou fond of life ? 

Still doſt thou talk of living.—Couldſt thou dare, 
My child, Dione, couldſt thou dare to die? 

Dio. My days were ſo fll'd up with tranquil joys ; 
Such happy thoughts poſſeſs'd my youthful mind, 
Paternal love preventing ev'ry wiſh, 

And chafing from our peaceful home the lteps 

Of anxious ſorrow and intruſive care, 

That, ere the waſte of all-devouring war | 
O'erſpread our cultur'd plains, the thoughts of death 

Ne'er viſited my ſoul. Now, various forms 

Of death, by famine, ſword and peſtilence, 

Hourly preſented to my tortur'd ſight, 

80 wound my boſom, that, full oft, 1 think 

Death were a refuge to the ſad ſpectator 
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Of ſuch calamities, and happier far 
The dead, who ſleep in peace, than the ſurvivors, 
Condemn'd to die in others, and ut lm 
To fall themſelves. And often have 1 wiſh'd, 
When J have ſeen ſome pale expiring wretch 
Before me fink, that I could yield my breath, 
To ſave the hapleſs victims, that around me 
Fave periſh'd guiltleſs. : 

Ariſ. Oh my noble child, 
What haſt thou ſaid, with voice oracular ? 
Thou little knewſt ;—and yet thou doſt not know.—- 
But be it to thy wiſh. —I find thee apt.— 
Hear then a dreadful truth: no more my tongue 
Shall wrong thee, and in tedious circumſtance 
Falt'ring involve it, as thy firmneſs doubting. — 
The gods require, that thou ſhouldſt pour thy blood, 
A pure libation, to the offended pow'rs, 
| Whoſe wrath afflicts thy country: more my tongue 
Denies but, if thou art my child, Dione, 
Again embrace me; o, my beauteous daughter, 
The gods, the gods, demand thee ! —I muſt fly, 
Left I break forth in loud and fruitleſs yells 
Of womaniſh deſpair. Prepare thyſelf, 
To give a pattern of heroic worth, 
Which may thy ſex ennoble :—call the gods, 
And they will hear thee, and ſuſtain thy ſoul, 
With graceful firmneſs to receive thy doom. 
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'Tis paſt -- tis done. My child, my child, o heav' ns- 


Here reſt; ſecũre beneath this ſacred roof, 
From fear of outrage. When I can recall 

My ſcatter'd thoughts, 1'll ſeek thee, and purſue 
The ſad detail of thy myſterious fate. 


SCENE u. 


Dion alone. 


* 
* 


She goes to the altar and Inceli before it, ſome time, in filence. 


| How grateful are thy beams, thou glorious orb, > 
Whoſe bleſſed ray invigorates the earth! 1 

Soon ſhall thy radiance ſtrike my new · made tomb, | 

And warm my ſenſeleſs duſt.— O Philocles, | 

Wilt thou not weep I know that thou wilt weep, 

Theſe eyes no more ſhall view thy graceful form. | 
Yet, and the, thought untimely fate endears, | | | a 
I periſh, to preſerve the honour'd names | | 2 
Of fire, and native land.—-Th' eteſian gales 1 
Wianow the buxom air, with gladſome wings | 
Diſporting round the earth, and call the buds | 

And leaves, and flow'rs, to clothe the ſmiling plain. 
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How diff rent far my op'ning ſpring of life! 
A deadly blight.---I muſt forbear this ſtrain, 
Unworthy of my father.---To the gods, 


In filent awe, my oraiſons ſhall riſe. 
| | [ She remains Inceling. 


SCFAY IV. 


PriLocLes and 3 having returned ſecretly from the 
camp, enter diſguiſed as peaſants. 


Ale. Thus far, o Philocies: the gods have proy'd 
Propitious to our flight, and ſhrouded us, 
From eyes and tongues inquiſitive. Yet, ſtill, 
I tremble for our ſafety. —This return 
From camp, at eve of an eventful combat, 
To death, or penalty far worſe than death, 
Subjects us both ; thee chief ;—the populace 


Will viſit on thine head their fruſtrate hopes 


Of public expiation. 
Phil. In this fane, 
We may conceal ourſelves, till ſhades of night 


Give licence, thro? the ſtreets to roam, at large. 
it larg 


Alc. Back to the camp; for, now, each tender pledge 
Whoſe danger by the heart - ſtrings pull'd thee home, 


263 
Hath gain'd a ſure aſylum; and relieves 


Thy ſoul from anxious care. 
Phil. Not ſo, my friend. 
'Tis true my fire is fled : the reft remains 
In doubt; ſave this, that, partners of his flight, 
My mother, with my ſiſter, and the prieſteſs 
Of Juno, left our houſe. One ancient ſlave, | 
Rear'd at my grandfire's board, and loy'd attendant, 
From childhood, of my father, join'd their ſteps. — 
May Jove direct their courſe, to ſhun the rage 
Of the wild multitude. —But ſoft, my friend, 
For lo, ſome pious maiden, with pure lips, 
Breathes her petitions, to the guardian pow'r, 
Whoſe preſence fills this temple. 
Dio. Sure, I hear 5 [rifing. 
The voice and ſteps of men.—Preſerve me, heay'n !— 
Tis Philocles :—his heavy brow is charg'd 
With guſts of ſtormy ſorrow, and the tear h 
Suffuſes his red eye.—Son of Lyſiſcus, | [afide. 
Why art thou here? We learn, the ſpartan hoſt 
Camps near our army; and th' eventful hours 
Teem with heroic actions. 
Phil. Wonder not; 
Nor let me ſuffer, in thy gentle mind, 
As heedleſs of my country's weal, or deaf 
- To honour's glorious call.—But the ſad tidings |= | 
Think, what the breaſt fraternal muſt endure, 
A ſiſter's fate ſo nigh! 
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Dio. Reſign thy cares, 
For our Anthemoe's fate. — The gods have found 
Another victim. | | 
Phil. Oh propitious pow'rs, 
Grateful, to you I bend, whoſe influence 
Protects my ſiſters ; for, by the ſoft name 
Of ſiſter, 1 have ever lov'd to call, 
Who holds within this heart a place fo dear, 
That language wants a term of fond and kind, 
To give it name. | 
| Dio. Alas, o Philocles, 
In this day's ſtrange event, thou wilt not find 
Subject for gladneſs. 306 
Phil. True, my heart will bleed, 
For the devoted maid, gentle, and fair, 
Like thee, if any lives, or ever liv'd, 
That might with thee compare.—What pangs ſhall rend 
The parent's breaſt ! how agonize the ſoul 
Of the fond youth, who doats, if ever youth 
Doated like—wherefore does my falt'ring tongue 
Deſert th' unfiniſh'd period! 
Dio. Philocles, 
Feed not thy ſoul with images of joy, 
And lov'd ſociety, ſuch as endear'd 
The ſeaſor of our youth. There was a time 
But of ſuch hopes, as of a parting cloud, 
Irradiate for a moment with the ſin, | 


Then melted into rain, think we no more, — 
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Learn reſignation.— Thou beholdſt the victim, 
Selected by the gods, to bleed this day. 
Phil. Thou thou a victim? Can the gracious gods, 
Good in themſelves, that love and cheriſh goodneſs, 
Can they look on, and mar their choſen work, 
Their archetype and pattern of perfection? 
Will not indignant Jove, whoſe partial hand 
In lovelineſs array'd thee, dart his light'ning, 
And blaſt the guilty rites ? 

Dio. Weak youth, forbear, 
Whatever hopes or wiſhes may have dawn'd 
Within the cloſe receſſes of the mind, 
Unborn muft periſh, ere they reach thy lips.— 
Th' eternal doom is paſt. 

Phil. Thou ſhalt not bleed 
On fly th? abodes of anarchy and death, 
Where cruel wrong, for virgin innocence, 
Beneath religion's ſtole and ſaowy fillets, 
Lurks in diſguiſe. — With diftant humble awe, 
My care ſhall tend thy ſteps. | 

Dio. Son of Lyfifcus, 
| Repreſs th' unworthy thought, which derogates 
From female dignity, -and virgin honour. 
Is this thy counſel to a grecian maid, 
Call'd-forth to virtue by her father's fame, 
And choſen by the gods, to pay th* atonement 
That gives Meſſene ſafety From this hour, 
1 hold myſelf a conſecrated thing, 
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Eftrang'd from earth, pertaining to the gods,— 
Soon will my fire return; it is not meet 

He find us here in parley.—Anſwer not; 
Farewell, a long farewell, o Philocles ! 


: [ Exeunt at different fides of the flage. | 


ACT v. . SCENE I. 


| Continues in the Temple as before. 


PariLocLEs and ALCANDER. 


PHr1LOCLES. 


WIV do I linger round theſe fatal walls ? 


What dawn of hope remains ? 
Alc. Retire, my friend ; - 
The gods are adverſe. To the camp return ; 
For death, with infamy, awaits us here. 
If we muſt periſh, let ſome noble act 
Of manly daring, to our fatal doom 


Give worth and energy.—Better, in fight, 
Illuſtrious fall; than, like the felon wretch, 
By ſentence of the judge, and ruffian hand 


Of common juſtice. 


Pr. 


267 


Phil. No, if death muſt come, | 
What matters for the form? I will not hence. 
I am at war with prudence and myſelf. 
My madd'ning ſpirit with wild outrage labours, 
What, yet I know not.— Strange and black chimeras 


Inflame my boiling blood —I muſt a 
And will poſſeſs Dione. 

Alc... Vain that hope; 
Her ſire's decree, her own onal will, 


The danger of the ſtate, the people's rage 
Laud calling for a victim; laſt, and chief, 
- The awful mandate of th' immortal gods, 
All adverſe to thy wiſhes, 

Phil. Tho' th abyſs, - 
Of quick deſtruction gap'd before my ſteps, 
The bound and puniſhment of my wild paſſion, 
Yet would I ftrain her, in my trembling arms, 
Preſs her into myſelf, on the wild verge, 
Plunge madly down, embracing and embrac'd, 
And dare the future worſt. 

Ale. I have adventur'd 
My votive life with thine, a facrifice 
To that commanding love I ever bare thee ; 
But think not, I will liſten to the ſounds 
Of bold impiety.—Almighty Jove 
Will bid his thunders roll, and darted 0 
Proſtrate thy guilty head. | 
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Phi]. I am reprov'd : 
Not by thy words alone, that heay'oly viſion 
Repreſſes each bold thought. 


e 


— 


Enter Dion z. 


Dio. Oh huntreſs Dian, ſoon my ſteps ſhall join 
Thy virgin choir. The ſhaggy ſpoils of chace, 
The rural armoury, the bow, the quiver, | 
The boar-ſpear, the light javelin, and the toils, 
That woods and lawns, and ſloping hills, ſurround, 
Shall henceforth be my nnn. youth, 

[ ſering Philocles. 

Why doſt thou haunt my ſteps? Why trouble thus, 
With ſighs importunate, my few laft hours 
Of earthly ſojourn? Know, eſtrang'd from earth, 
The mate of virgin Dian, with the gods 
My ſpirit dwells ; and, when my blood ſhall flow, 
For my lov'd fire, for thee, and all Meſſene, 
A free libation, think not, that my ſhade 
Will then depart z—it is already fled. — 

Phil. Still art thou cold, as Peneus ; fill 1 
Yet, once more, to thy pity I appeal, 
And to thy love.— Tho' careleſs of thyſelf, 
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Feel for my ſuff rings; o relent, Dione, 

And timely think, it is not one exiſtence he 
Depends on thy reſolve, 
Dio. Th' immortal gods 

Have ſeal'd my doom.— I know, not one exiſtence 
Depends on my reſolve ; but that of myriads,— 

1 owe ſalvation to my native land, 

And glorious victory o'er tyrant Sparta. 

Matrons and virgins, aged fires and youths, 

And liſping babes, all cry to me for ſafety. 

My ſpirit muſt, for them, in wreaths of incenſe, . 
Aſcend, and diſfipate the leaden cloud | 

That overhangs Ithome. 

| Phil. Oh reflect, 

"Timely, reflect. Canſt thou, with eyes unmov'd, Th 
Behold the fad preparative of death? 


The cruel rites, with fell ſolemnity, | . KC 
Detail'd before thee ?—See the bloody prieſt, — = 
Oh ſight of horror ! At thy gentle breaſt, | 2 
He aims the lifted knife. £4 
Dio. I am prepar'd.— EL Wy 
Believe me, nature fondly clings to life. | i 
I have array'd theſe images of death, 3 
In dreadful pomp before me, and recoil'd 
From the.grim phalanx ; o'er my ſpirit paſs'd 
A momentary weakneſs ; on the ground 
I ſunk, diffolv'd in tears but now tis o'er. 
I ſtand, prepar'd, to ſound the vaſt abyſs : 4 
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Of dread eternity. The morning dawns, 
The ſmiling morn of a new entity, 


In bleſt elyſium, happy without bound, 
Without alloy. 


Phil. Oh by the ſacred names, [ Eneeling. 


Of love and Venus, and each bleſſed pow'r, | 

That fills with good, and guards the life of man, 

Yield, I conjure thee, —by the parted ſhade 

Of thy fond mother, which now hovers round, 

And chides thy raſhneſs.—Wil: thou fall the victim 
Of a vain father's pride ?—Enough remain 

To make the dire atonement, Here I grow, 
And claſp thy knees, and weep, and kiſs the duſt ; 
Here bide, a living monument, to ſhame 

Thy frantic ſuperſtition. —Groveling thus, 

Thus abject, will 1 lay me, in thy path. — 
Trample this body, — ſpurn this groaning breaſt, — 
Paſs o'er theſe proſtrate limbs, to meet thy doom. 

Dio. O Philocles, a tear alone is mine; 

And that perforce I give thee. We muſt part. 
Yet, haply, by permiſſion of the gods, 

My ſhade may viſit thee ; and thou ſhalt hear 

My warning voice, thro” the cool ſilent air 

Of conſcious midnight, calling thee from earth, 

To Join my ſteps, with amaranthus crown'd, 

In bow'rs of endleſs joy.—Meantime, my ſoul 

Hath ſummon'd all its ſtrength; and call'd in aid 

The father, in my nature, to ſuſtain 
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My fainting virtue; and I feel it beat, 
Within my heart, a pulſe of manly daring. 
And ſhall a weak and unexperienc'd maid, 
Unmov'd, behold what daunts a gallant youth? 

Phil. Were 1 alone to periſh, I could meet 
The direct forms of agonizing death 
By cruelty devis'd, nor ſhrink appall'd.— 
Thy danger, from her hold of conſtancy, 
My ſpirit ſhakes. — 

Dio. Attend, and learn, from me, 
The noble lore of patient fortitude.— 
In this day's awful work, 1 hope to ſhow 
A ſoldier's firmneſs. 

Ale. Wretched youth, thy ſhame 
Is now conſummate.— Lo, with eye ſevere, 
Where no relenting, far a lover's weakneſs, 
Or youthful folly, bides, — Ariftodemus. 


Phil. No matter; let him come, my ſoul is wound 


To that high pitch of wild extravagance, 

By love and anguiſh, I have loft the ſenſe 

Of fear and reverence. Life is now, to me, 

A ſtrange diſtemper'd dream; where all things mix 
In rude and ſtormy chaos. 
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S C EN E III. 


Enter, to them, AriSTODEMUS» 


Arif. Is it well? 
Say, is it well, young man, that here I ſee thee, 


At eve of fight? Unworthy as thou art : 
Haſt thou forgot thine oath ? The ſloping fun 
Hath yet ſome ſpace to travel, ere he quench 
His fiery wheels in ocean, and this morn 
Didſt thou, with ſolemn adjurations, call 
The ruler of the day, to mark thy vows, 
That never wouldſt thou ſeek Ithome's tow'rs 
Unleſs in triumph, and with ſpartan blood | 
Painted illuſtrious. 2 

Phil. Now, all care of fame 
Be vaniſh'd.—This devoted virgin fills 
My ſoul and ſenſes ; ev'ry other object 
Seems like th' unheeded gawds of witleſs childhood, 
There was a time, with more then filial awe, 
I bow'd to thee, and fear d thy frown, as death; 
But 'ris no more. I feel my heated brain, 
To frantic words, and ſtill more frantic deeds, 
Hurry me,— Oh, thou Gre unnatural, 
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What doſt thou purpoſe? Wilt thou ſtain thy hands 
With guiltleſs blood? 

Ariſ. Were not my lab' ring mind 

Poſſeſt and ſix' d, with all its faculties, 

On the great work the mighty gods propound, 
I would purſue thee, till thy country's juſtice 
Had mark'd thee out, a warning ſpectacle, 

To all, who, in the needful hour of trial, 
Deſert the common cauſe. — Of this no more, — 
Retire with me, my child ; we muſt prepare— 
Diana calls thee ; and, in bridal robes, 

We muſt adorn thee, for this glorious union 
Of mortal with immortal. 

Dio. O my father, | 

Now 1s my time, to riſe in patriot worth, 

And vindicate my claim and part in thee. — 
Now am I firm, as the ſelf-centred ſtars, 
Fix'd in their orbits. Farewell, Philocles ; 

I look towards the day, when we ſhall mect 

In perfect innocence, | | | 

5 [ Exeunt Dione and Ariſtodemus. 
Phil. And art thou gone? | 

Wilt thou not ſtay and bleſs me? W hat adornings - 
What bridal robes? O deed of tenfold horror! : 
To part for ever, like the falling ſtar, 

Which ſhoots athwart the hemiſphere of night, | 
And then is ſeen no more By force to ruſh 


Keen on the cruel prieſts, and with the ſword 


— 


FE: 


þ Nn 
= A ES hen Ws 
P 
4 ** Pl "$5 » 77 8 5 1 


q 
EE = 


© y 2 Ms re a» 
1 8 8 11 Ne it * (Mx vs; For IE. RN waa *. 
4. DO Th 3 8 * N n N \, 2.5, et eter f ao” - ROE” in LY 
8 N De 2 „ r e e e its $1: - hn he wh gr, PRE DITIONS Ae 
0 \ by N. „ ey Fl» 1 nee n * Q 1 I 8 r . 
8 en 6 N * e note 1g 5 — = 
= r , 


oO EF 


274 | 
Reſcue the victim Ves, ye men of blood, | Whe 


Ye thall be ſatisfied ; and on your heads, | Hang 
Will I retort your purpoſe. Human victims | Awai 
Muſt ſurely fall; —but not an helpleſs maid— | Of di 
Nor ye the fſacrificers ; this hand ſhall learn The v 
New functions; a new prieſt ſhall offer up | Phi 
Blood-thirſty men, to gods athirſt for blood. Of ho 
Ale. Impious alike, and vain were ſuch attempt. Diſmal 
Danger to thee, not fafety to Dione, Abomi 
Waits the raſh act; th' impatient muſtitude And u 
Would tear thee piecemeal. | Behold 
Phil. Pardon me, Dione, [after a long pauſe. As 0 th 
Thou ſpotleſs purity, what fell deſpair, | Fury * 
Cruel expedient, counſels. It muſt be. The fra 
Ye holy pow'rs of truth, forgive the ſounds With ur 
Of pious fallacy. Leave me, Alcander. Ariſtode 
Return thou to the camp, where glorious death, The ſaci 
At leaſt, awaits thee; for thou ſhalt not join Whateve 
My ſtrange my*erious fate, and haply find Ate. 8 
A doom opprobrious. With reſiſtleſs force, The ſeat 
Some pow'r impels me to a ſtrange attempt; Sage pati 
And doubtful lies the goal ; haply, to joys, And mai, 
Dearer thun liſe. it leads ; haply, to death, - Diet 1 
With blackeſt infamy. | | Atuhis as 
Alc. And is it thus, Stern pow 

O Philocles, that thou haſt weigh'd and prov'd Of humas 


The mighty friendſhip, in our youthful hearts, | With moa 
That grew from childhood ? Wouldſt thou drive me from thee, Where the 
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When danger, as thou ſayſt, and infamy 
Hang on thy purpoſes? One common doom 
Awaits us both. — But hear ye not the founds 
Of diſtant minſtrelſy ? The prieſts lead on 
The wild fanatic crowd. 
Pbil. I hear a burſt 
Of horrid muſic, fitted to the ſeaſon, 
Diſmal and low. Soon ſhall the cruel rites, 
Abominable, unutterable, begin. — 
And will the bleſſed ſun, bright ſource of life, 
Behold the murd'rous deed, and not recoil, 
As at the feaſt of Atreus?—Hark again 
F ury has fill'd my breaſt. I could out- howl 
The frantic Menalus, and tear my limba, | 
With unavailing rage.——The prieſts ſhall bleed. —. 
Ariſtodemus too.— All, all, ſhall periſh. 
The ſacrifice ſhall prove an hecatomb; 
Whatever nobleſt, beſt, Ithome holds.! 
Ale. Such bloody rites beſeem not poliſh'd Greece, 
The ſeat of gentle arts, and virgin Dian, 
Sage patroneſs of female majeſty 
And maiden worthineſs. 
Phil. No, fitter pay them 
At the rude formleſs ſhrine of Taranis, 
Stern pow'r of battles. Let him ſcent the blood 
Of human victims. Let him feaſt his ears, 
With moans of death and ſhrieks of agony ; 


Where the wild whirlwind ploughs tbe ſcyrhian plain, 
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And yelling demons in the tempeſt roll'd, 

Raſe from th* expanſe of ſand, whatever ſprings 
Tender, or firm, herd, fruit, or tree, to feed, 

Or ſhade the kinds that breathe. — That ſtrain again! 
Not hoſts for battle marſhall'd could appall me, 
Like this religious pageant; now, be firm, 


My ſoul ;. the moments urge thy criſis on. 


Sz Cn MW IV. 


Opens from the Temple ef Apollo into that of Diana, clgſch ad. 
Joining to iu. — 4 ſolemn proceſſion of priefis — Diox E, adorned 

with bridal robes, attended by ChortsTERS and Musiciaxs, 
and a number of Mss8txian VirGins,—Evenars, Aris: 
TODEMUS, EryHEBOLUS, T1818, and the houſe of Errrus, 
with other MessEx1ans, attending. — An altar is ſeen burning, 
with vaſes and other preparations for ſacrifice. | 


HYMN TO DIANA, 


FROM ftar-pav'd manſions of delight, 
Come Artemis, ſerenely bright. 


Goddeſs, yoke the ſnowy hinds, «<_ * Pie 
That, from afar, Diana « 


On ſilver axles hurl thy car; 


e 
8 


S 4 4 — * #3,” ws £4 = 
rod; ® a+ LETT. ONS i 0 ”” p l * een 
N 8 
n 8 5 Ve Ne b 3 
lac F 


And o'er the wide expanſe of ſea, 


Fed 


n 


«0% 4am) 50 1 RT 
. 1 at LY — n - 
„ nit. "9 it \ N. as," „ 
”_ . ol 


The mountain-tops, the foreſt, and the lea, 
Waſt thee ſwifter than the winds, 
Stooping from thy golden throne, _ 
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Till the ſolemn rites are done. 

Or, if on earth thy favour'd home, 
Benignant goddeſs, come.— 

Whether in Pitane®, thy loy'd retreat, 
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Or Perga, once thy choſen ſeat, 

Or where Miletus ſees Mæander wind 

His ſinuous courſe. 

Or, where thine amazonian band, 

Rear'd the tow*rs+ with martial hand, 

That bright Cayſter laves, while, from his ſource, 
With ſmooth and placid march he glides, = * 
And bears his tuneful ſwans, to meet th' icarian tides. 
Deſert awhile thy favour'd home, | 

Benignant goddeſs come. . 

Hark —heard you not the well-known call ? 
Goddeſs ſeek Ithome's wall, 
Stooping from thy golden throne, 

*Till the ſolemn rites are done. 
The bugles ſound, thy dogs are loud, 
The mountain-tops the ſylvans crowd: 


* Pitane, a city of Laconia, where Lycurgus inſtituted a ſacrifice to 
Diana Orthia. ; | 
1 In Epheſus. 


| 278 
Huntreſs maid, collect thy train, | 
Amnifian nymphs, and daughters of the main, 
Gortynis, Britomart, with golden hair, 
Cyrene ſoft, and Anticlea® fair. 
And hark—they call thee, huntreſs maid ; 
| Wherefore are the rites delay'd. 


Huntreſs maid, thy train demand 
A new companion at thine hand. 
While they dance in frolic round, 
Beneath their unſhorn treſſes bright, 

That float in wreaths of liquid light, 
Their iv'ry quivers ſound. 
Where'er thy ſilver ſandals preſs 
Exulting earth, ſhe wears a feſtal robe; 
And healing plants, and flow'rets ſweet, 
Huntreſs maid, around the globe, | 
Spring beneath thine hallow'd feet, 
The laughing meads to dreſs. 
Not flaunting roſes, as at Venus' birth, 
Be-: paint the gariſh earth, 
But humbler children of the vale, 
The modeſt violet, and primroſe pale, 
Narciſſus, bending o'er the chilly ſtream, 
And ſnow-drops, fearful of thy brother's beam. 


* Theſe, with other . are enumerated by Caltimachus in his 
hymn to Diana. 
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Not for the ſylvan war alone, 
Thy fire the ſhafts unerring gave g 
Or bade the cyclops at their anvils groan, 
Within the lemnian Cave, 
To forge deſtruction for the beaſts of chace ; 
But to ſubdue and tame 
More ſavage monſters, of the human race, 
That nurſt in violence, and deeds of ſhame, 
Where fury paſſions lead, | 
The wilder'd paths of outrage tread. 
At firſt, the fatal darts were tried 
On wolves, that prowl by hurdled cote, 
Where ſhepherds, with their flocks abide 
Then madding Rhæcus and Hylæus ſmote. 


And ſtill, when ftrangers, and the helpleſs maid, . 


And feeble orphans, cry for aid, 
Thou art not mindleſs of their cry; 


But, far and wide, thine arrows fly. 

The fruits of earth, and produce of the womb, 
Are blaſted all ; | 

Like wither'd leaves, the hardy ftriplings fall; 
And ſires attend their offspring to the tomb. 


Thy preſence calls a bleſſing round, 
Abundant harveſts clothe the ground. 
Nor taking airs, nor blight, nor cold, 
Nor locuſts, warping on the wind, - 
Mock the labours of the hind, 
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Or thin the fold. | 


Where'er thou doſt thine influence dart, | In 
It purifies the human heart. MN 8h 
It chaſes ev'ry low-born aim, e | A. 
And each unworthy thought, and ev'ry ſenſual flame. | Tl 
Domeſtic bleſſings crowd thy train, 8 Su 
And public weal exults beneath thy ſober reign. Fo 
Come holy pow'r, thine influence feeds Of 
The ſteady principle of glorious deeds. Th 
Fair temp'rance, nurſe of roſeate health, Be 
And patient induſtry, the ſource of wealth, Ar 
' With thee delight to dwell ; | 
And, call'd from foreſt wild, and tangled dell, Lo 
Aerial mountain- top, or cavern'd cell, Sea 
Attends the ruſtic nymph, ſweet liberty. Of 
Deſert awhile thy fav'rite home, Th 
Benignant goddeſs, come, Thi 
Stooping from thy golden.throne, An 
Till the ſolemn rites are done. Gr: 
Goddeſs, come ; thy train demand The 
A new companion, at thine hand. 4 
„ [ The hymn being ended, Dione comes forward. Un: 

Dio. I feel the myſtic ſtrain ; it penetrates Not 
My Gul. I come, I come, chaſte Artemis. Mu 
No more delay the rites. I ſtand prepar'd, * 
To pour the due libation. From thy ſphere, For 
Look down propitious —Virgins of Meſſene, O'e 


Now, gaze your fill, if, in your penſive tours, | 
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Ve wiſh to keep this face and lineaments, 
In ſadly pleas'd remembrance; for no more 
Shall ye behold the ſiſter of your youth. 
And let this laſt embrace, my father, ſeal 
The duty which thy child has paid, thro? life, 
Submiſs to thee. —Diſtinguiſh'd, as thou art, 
For ev'ry patriot virtue, mongſt the chief 
Of brave Meſſenians. I have ever held 
Thine honour'd name, my faireſt ornament, 
Beyond attire, and wreaths and coſtly gems, 
And all that women prize. 
Ariſ. My noble child, 
Look round thee, on theſe walls, and fanes, da tow'rs ; 
Seats of th* immortal gods, rever'd abodes, 
Of thine illuſtrious anceſtry.— They ſpeak, 
They hail thee foundreſs.— See, preſery'd by thee, 
The crowding myriads, matrons, fires, and youths, 


* 


And maids, and tender infants; all, in hymns, 
Grateful, ſhall chant thy praiſe, when to the gods 
They raiſe their voice, and eyes, and hearts, for bleſſings. 
Phil. Break off your rites ; nor, with a ſacrifice 
Unapt, unhallow'd, mock the heav'nly pow'rs. 
Not ſuch Diana claims ; a virgin pure 
Muſt expiate Ithome. | 
Epheb. Raſh young man, 
Forbear ; leſt death, with ſome-new form of torture, 
O'erwhelm thine impious head. O fearſt thou not, 
Left virgin deity from the. cold top 
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Of Taygetus deſcend, with ſudden ſhaft, 
To ſmite thy ſacrilege? 
* Phil. No, heav'n be witneſs, 

I would not interpoſe, with impious aim, 
The feeble hand of frail mortality, 
»Twixt fate and its decree. What Pæan bids, 
Muſt be perform'd ; but virgin Artemis 
Claims not a mother's blood, 

Euph. What doſt thou mean? 
Sayſt thou, a mother's blood ? 

Phil. I ſhall unfold 
A tale, which only this aſflitive ſeaſon. 
Could from my boſom wring. Know then, Meſſenians, 
The plighted vows of love, from early childhood, 
To fair Dione join'd me. When the growth 
Of manhood had enlarg'd the young deſires, 


All that enlarg'd deſire could crave, the growth 


Of kindneſs yielded, and our perſons join'd, 


As had our hearts before ; and we, indeed, 


In wedged union, were but one. 
Arif. 'Tis falſe, 


A wicked calumny, from the wild tongue 


Of hot licentious youth, and a vain mind, 


By vainer hope mifled. —So may the gods 


Receive this precious offering, and remit 
The forfeit of the land, as my poor child 
In thought and deed is ſpotleſs. I refute 


\ 


The tale of ſlander thus, and to the gods [He labs Dione. 
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Pour out untainted blood, a free libation, 

' For thee, my country. Ye ſupernal pow'rs, 
Behold this guſhing blood, how pure it flows, 

Ye, that can read the ſecrets of the hears. — 
Whatever high and folemn, ancient rites | 
Of heav'n-taught worſhip know ; whatever great, 
Awful, or venerable to the mind. 

In aim or motive, thro? the boundleſs range 

Of human action lives; I here atteſt, 

| That this my ponyard, ſmoaking with the blood 
To me more precious than the wide world's wealth, 
To Dian gives a virgin, be th event 

My daughter's vindication ; and Meſſene, 

So thrive, as ſhe is pure. | 

Dio. This act hath clos'd 

The long, long, courſe of thy 3 1 

Thanks for this blow, my fire ; well haft thou weigh'd 
The merit of thy child, and vindicated | 
From calumny unfounded. Sharper far 

Than thy keen ſword, within my breaft, I felt 
This young man's cruel words ; that would i impute 
A charge of foul pollution. If a thought 

Of ſorrow could ariſe, to cloud the death 

Of her who ſaves her country, twere from this 

So barb'rous act, of him ſo well belov'd, 

The brother of my youth, who read my ſoul, 
Who knew my wiſhes, and their innocence, — 


It wants a name of cruel. 
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Phil. Oh forgive 
The blaſphemous aſperſions of my love, 


And vain deſire, that fondly caught at hope 
Of wreſting thee, by falſehood, from thy fate. 


Not the caſtalian ſpriogs, that bathe the lips 


Of the pierian maids; not ſnows, that reſt 
Unſunn'd on Rhodope, are clear and ſpotleſs 
As thy pure nature. The malignant ſounds 


My ſlanderous tongue hath utter d. back recoil 


On my own head, like bold impicties 
Againſt th' immortal gods. 

Arif. Ny darling child, pts 
] thank thee, that with nobleneſs of mind, 


A fortitude divine, thou canſt forgive 


Ihe cruelty that vindicates thy fame. 


] love thee more than life. Th' all- ſeeing gods, 


To whom thy faultleſs ſpirit ſoon ſhall wing 

Its bleſſed way, know, what my ſpirit feels 

In lofing thee. The blow, my fatal hand 

Aim'd at thy boſom, thrills thy father's heart, 
With ſharper pang than thine. My days to come 
Will prove a blank, a dream of parted bliſs. 


' Thy pallid form, thus bleeding at my feet, 


Shall evermore be preſent. Sweeteſt bud, 
That promis'd golden fruit, and, had the gods 
Indulg'd thee length of days, hadſt dignified 
The ſoil that gave thee birth. Oh, loſt for ever! 
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Dio. ve guardian gods, that o'er Meſſene reign, 
Accept this free libation of my blood; 
I feel, it is the price of victory. 
J pour it on the laurels that adorn 
Our warriors brows, and never ſhall they fade. 
And chief, my father, on thy rev'rend head, 
Immortal, ſhall they bloom. The gods, the gods, 
With care peculiar, guard thee. Philocles, 
Weep not; nor turn aſide thy face, nor droop, 
O'erwhelm'd with ſhame ; the gods have thus decreed, 
The camp expects thee ; haſten to the palms 
Reſerv'd for thee. Sparta ſhall bite the duſt. 
'Tis paſt, —'tis done. From woody Mznalus, 
To meet thy vot'ry, come, thou virgin huntrels ; 
I riſe from earth. — Oh father !—Philocles ! [She dies. 
Phil. Oh ſtay, chaſte virgin, I will follow thee ! 
In death allied, ennobled, and confplete ; 
Concord harmonious of our fates. One ſoul, 
One love, one ſorrow, one untimely tomb. | 
[Philocles offers to Lill himſelf, but is prevented. 
| Eujb. Hold, raſh young man, what would thy frantic hand ? 
Thy life is not thine own ; the gods have lent it, 
That thou mightſ ſerve them. For thy country's weal, 
Thy blood muſt be expended ; not in burſts | 
Of wild and ſenſeleſs fury. If thy being 
Is irkſome to thee, honourable death, 
In battle waits thee. Hark, the trumpet calls; 
Go ſeek the Spartan; bid him ſhare thy grief. 
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Thy ſword, in flamy circles brandiſh'd round, 
| Shall bid laconian maids and matrons mourn 
This corſe that bleeding lies. 


[Ariſtodemus fands immoveable, with folded arms, as bot in 
thought, contemplating the body of Dione. —After a long 


| Pauſe, he ſpeaks. 


' Ariſ. And is this all, 

Le gods, that now remains of my Dione ? 

Your will, and cruel Sparta, not her father, 
Have ſlain this virgin. Henceforth, I renounce - 
All joys of life, and cheerful haunts of men. 
And yet not childleſs, while the memory, 

Th' illuſtrious fame, of what thou haſt atchicv'd, 
For in my heart the foretaſte and aſſurance 
Of glorious victory, purchas'd from the gods, 

By thy devoted blood, throbs prevalent : 

Lives in meſſenian bofoms ; thy renown, 


Thro' life, ſhall be my child; and, after death, 


My ſole poſterity. When future maids 

Shall in their ſongs, with timbrel and the dance, 
Reſound thy praiſe ; and ſay, twas fair Dione 
Redeem'd our fires from ſhar;2, our youth from bonds, 


From tyrant Sparta's rage, the ſuff ring land. 


Phil. Lead on.— Dione, may I fall in fight, 

A victim to thy ſhade !—But, ſhould the gods 

To life and ſorrow doom me, I ſhall boaſt 

To call thee mine ; henceforth, my fole companion 


„ 1 


1 
Shall be thine image, ſource of endleſs woe, 
Endleſs remorſe, and proudeſt exultation.— 


Enter, to them, a MzsSENGER. 


_ 


Euph. What portends 

Thine eager hafte ? What bringſt thou from the camp ? 
M:J. The ſpartan force comes on, in denſe array, 

So near advanc'd, that from their archery 

An iron ſhow'r within our rampart falls. 

With loud acclaims, our ſoldiers call their king 

To lead them on to fight and victory. LP 
Phil.” Lead on, 0 king, lead on to victory. 

A generous chillneſs tingles in my veins, 

Crowded from ev'ry part; while the warm blood 

Marſhals its pow'r, withia my throbbing breaſt, 

To man the heart. — 
Arif. Lead on; I will not mourn 

My loſs with tears. No common forms of grief 

Beſit the child of old Ariſtodemus. 

Nor ſhall my daughter poorly be content, 

With common obſequies, which times of peace 

On vulgar death beſtow. Sparta ſhall mourn 

Her loſs in tears of blood; and hecatombs 

Of gallant youths muſt fall to ſooth her ſhade.— | 

Lead on, o king, lead on, to victory! 


[ Exeunt omnes. 
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I MUST beg leave to ſubjoin a few obſervations, on the foregoing 


* dramatic poem. I know, it will not pleaſe the generality of readers; 


and therefore, I chooſe to call it a dramatic poem, rather than a play. 
I did not wiſh to write a modern play; nor did } make ſucceſs on the 
ſtage my object; had that been the caſe, I ſhould have adopted a ſub- 
je, nearer to moders times and more conformable to modern man- 
ners; for ſuch are always more popular, than plots drawn from ancient 
hiſtory. It may be aſked, why then ſelect ſuch a ſtory ? I anſwer, my 
education and courſe of ſtudies have formed me to a predilection for the 
hiſtory of Greece and, Rome, and, at this particular ſeaſon, every exam- 
ple of a brave people contending for freedom, and ſtruggling againſt in- 
fult and tyranny, muſt ſtrike the underſtanding and come home to 
the heart, with peculiar force. v5 

If the foregoing ſcenes ſhould happen t& pleaſe any readers, it will be 
the few, who have formed their taſte, by an early acquaintance with 
the hiſtory, and a ſtudy of the dramatic and epic poets of Greece and 


Rome, to reliſh ſimplicity, and relinquiſh the labyrinth of intrigue. 


and the glittering embarraſſments of love and honour ; neither the 
one, nor the other, of which could be retained, in a dramatic piece, 
founded on a grecian ſtory ; without a manifeſt violation of the coſtume. 


All the productions of the ancient tragic muſe are diſtinguiſhed by the 
ſimplicity of their conduct, and the almoſt total abſence of love from 


the buſineſs of the drama, 1 can hardly cenſure the former circum- 
ſtance, as a defect, in thoſe who have been our maſters in almoſt every 
branch of good writing; the latter was a conſequence of the ſevere 
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manners of the times, and tlie diſtance, at which the two ſexes were 
kept from each other. 


Many readers will think, that, in this poem, there occur too many 
alluſions to ancient mythology and tradition; and accuſe me of a 
pedantic aſſectation. I muſt declare, that 1 had not any inten- 
tion of making a parade of learning; 1 was imperceptibly betrayed 
into ſome of them and ſome of them l ſuppoſed neceſſary, to give the 


proper colouring to the dialogue, and / to preſerve the manners of the 


times. As to the ſubject of this poem, it is no doubt horrible. A hu- 
man facrifice,--and, not only a human ſacrifice, but the victim is a young 
and beautiful virgin, and a father plunges the ponyard in the boſom of 
his own offspring. I may plead, in defence of my choice of this ſub- 
je, that the ſacrifice of Iphigenla was a favourite theme with the 
dramatic poets of antiquity; that the event, which | commemorate, really 
took place, if we give credit to hiſtory; a circumſtance that adds proba- 
bility to the drama; and that it is eminently calculated to excite the 
emotions of terror and pity. In addition to theſe conſiderations, I 
beg to reniind the reader, that, to judge fairly of any dramatic 
production, we ſhould, for a moment, drop our own chara@ers, and 


tranſport ourſelves, into thoſe of the perſonages exhibited before us, 
We are not to conſider, how an human ſacrifice would appear, at the 


cloſe of the eighteenth century; but to recur back to the remote times 
of pagani/m, when ſuch an act was ſuppoſed to be a ſolemn and merito- 
rious exertion of religious zeal, and the awful means of delivering a peo- 
ple from the calamities of war, famine, and peſtilence, at preſent, and 
rom the yoke of an enraged and cruel enemy, in future. So much, for 
the probability of the ſtory which is the ground-work of Meſſene Freed, 
Still, it muſt be admitted, however, that there is ſomething dreadful 


in the idea of an human ſacrifice : 1 allow it; and was ſo ſenſible of it, 


that 1 endeavoured to ſoften the ferocity, of ſuch a ſpectacle, by turn- 
ing the attention of the reader, from the act itſclf, to the motives, I 


have repreſented both the father and the daughter, as inflamed, at 


once, with religious, and political enthuſiaſm; motives :ufficient to ac- 
count for the moſt extraordinary acts, and, at laſt, the father does not 


inflict the mortal blow, which deprives his darling child of exiſtence, 
until he is agitated by the influence of ſudden rage; at the falſe and diſ- 


graceful imputations, thrown out by Philocles. 
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In the foregoing drama, I have obſerved the three unities of adtion,.— 
time,—and place. As to the aQtion ;---the fable does not preſent a ſe- 
ties of events happening one after another, but a ſingle event, pro- 
| duced by means of others. The ſubject of Meſſene Preed is one, and 

ſimple; the death of Dione, by the hand of her father, which is ſup- 
poſed to propitiate the gods, and to redeem Meſſene from impending 
deſtruction; the ſhare, which Anthemoe, her father, and mother, the 
prieſteſs of Juno, and Philocles take in the progreſs of the drama, are 
not diſtin events, or epiſodes, but neceſſary ſubordinate parts of a 
whole, being ſo perfectly incorporated with the main action, as the in- 
diſpenſable means by which it is produced, that they do not violate 
its unity. The reader will perceive that I have been attentive to 


connect the ſcenes throughout this drama; a precaution which is de- 


manded by nature and probability ; and which, notwithſtanding, is fre- 


quently neglected by modern makers of plays, becauſe it certainly re- 


quires ſome additional trouble. I have impoſed on myſelf the rigid 
law of endeavouring, in each ſcene, to give a reaſon, for the-entrances 
and exits of the ſeveral actors. 


1 have likewiſe preſerved the unity of time. I do not mean, that 1 


have ſtrictly confined the time of action, to that of the repreſcntation ; 


but, I have preſcrved the unity of time, in the more liberal acceptation 


of the illuſtrious Corneille and his commentator, —* If we cannot in- 
clude the action within two hours, let us take four, ſix, ten ;—provi- 
ded, we do not paſs the bounds of twenty-four,” And Voltaire fays, 
he entirely agrees with Corneille. The action of Meſſene Freed 's per- 
fectly within the bounds preſcribed; it is inchuded, between ſun-riſe 
and ſun- ſet. In the morning, the proceſſion of virgins takes place, 
Philocles returns from the camp, and Tiſis communicates the delphic 
oracle. In conſequence of the tremendous reſponſe of the deity, pre- 
parations are made for appointing," by lot, and offering up to Diana the 


virgin who ſhould make atonement for the land ; this muſt take place 


immediately after the arrival of Tiſis, for we cannot. ſuppoſe, that a 
meaſure of ſuch public utility, and which promiſed relief, from the ge- 
neral calamity, would be poſtponed a ſingle moment. Some delay, 
however, muſt be cauſed by the making proviſion for ceremonies and 
rites of fuch importance ; time muſt be allowed, for decking the ſhrines 
and altars, enrobing the Prieſts, aſſembling the choriſters, and prepar- 
ing the urn and a competent number of tablets, inſcribed with the 
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ſufficient, for the converſations of Philocles, with Dione, and his liſter, 
and with Ariſtodemus; and for thoſe, between Lyſiſcus, Tecmeſla, and 
Alcander. Alcander may be ſuppoſed, to have reached Ithome, about 
noon ; Philocles who returns, in obedience to the injunctions of Ariſto- 
demus, to the camp, having reached it, early enough, to ſend off his 
friend before the news of the delphic oracle had tranſpired to the army. 
Alcander, now, makes a very ſhort ſtay at Ithome; for, having learned 
the dreadful tendency of the oracle, and the perilous ſituation of Ly- 
fiſcus, and his family, as being of the line of Æpytus, he inſtantly ſets 
out for the purpoſe of apprizing his friend, of theſe alarming particulars, 
Meantime, the ceremony of drawing lots takes place ; and the ſacrifice 
is poſtponed, by the intervention of Teęmeſſa and the prieſteſs of Juno, 
All this happens, ſome hours before cloſe of day; and allows ſufficient 
time, for the two laſt acts; in which Euphaes again convokes the meſ- 
ſenian ſenate,---Ariſtodemus freely offers his daughter, as a victim for 
the community, —Dione learns her unexpected doom. her lover and 
his friend return, from the camp, in diſguiſe, - the ſacrifice commences, 
—and Philocles, forgetting his virtue in his paſſion, by his unworthy in- 
terference, precipitates the fate of her he loves. The only conſiderable 
pauſes in the action are between the ſecond and third, the third and 
fourth, and the fourth and fifth acts; and even theſe need not be very 


action may be very commodiouſly comprized, as I have faid, between ſun 
riſe and ſun- ſet. It may not be amiſs, to remind the reader that the 
meſſenian territory was very ſmall; and that the camp is ſuppo- 
ſed to be only a few miles diſtant from Ithome, the capital of the ſtate; 
ſo that a perſon might paſs to and fro, more than once, in the courſe of 
the day, without any inconvenience, 


The unity of place, alſo is obſerved; for the whole action is ſuppoſed 
to paſs, either in the temple of Apollo, or that of Diana adjoining it. 
Note, theſe ſtructures were ſupported on rows of columns, and open to 
the view on all ſides; or in a conſecrated grove, or 2 large area, conti- 
guous to the temples ; ſo that, every part of the ſpace aſſigned for the 
ſcene of action might be taken in at once by the eye of the ſpectator, 
in a theatre of adequate ſize, and with ſcenery properly conſtructed, 


names of the virgins ſprung from Æpytus. All this will allow time 


long; an hour for each would be abundantly ſufficient. In ſhort, the whole 
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CUNIMUNDUS had ſcarce aſcended the throne of the Gepidæ, 
when, reviving ſome ancient claims on the Lombards with which 
they refuſed to comply, he aſſembled a great army, entered the 
country of the Lombards, and committed there anheard of rayages, 
On the other hand, Alboinus, having drawn together a no leſs nume- 
rous army, reſolved to put the whole to the iſſue of a battle; which 
Cunimundus not declining, the two armies engaged with a fury not to 
be expreſſed, The victory continued long doubtful; but, in the end, 
the Gepidæ were put to flight, and purſued by the victorious Lombards 
with ſuch ſlaughter, that ſcarce one was left alive, Alboinus killed 
Cunimundus with his own hand; and, cutting off his head, turned his 
ſkull into a cup, called, by the Lombards, ſchala, and, by the Latins, pa- 
tera, This ſchala or cup he ever afterwards uſed, at all public banquets 
or entertainments. After this victory, the Lombards ſeiſed on all Da- 
cia, obliging the Gepidæ either to ſubmit to them, or retire elſewhere. 
Thenceforth, they had no king of their own, but lived in ſubjection 
either to the Lombards, who were maſters of their country, or to the 
princes of the neighbouring nations, eſpecially the Huns ſettled in Pan- 


nonia. 


Alboinus afterwards married Roſamund, the daughter of Cunimun- 
dus, which made the Gepidz bear the yoke more patiently, - After 
this, the Lombards aſſiſted Narſes in delivering Italy from the yoke of 
the Goths; and, during the reign of Jaſtinian, continued faithful to their 
engagements with the Romans, On the death of that emperor, Narſes 
was diſgraced, and, in revenge, invited the Lombards into Italy Al- 
boinus, with a large army, and an infinite multitude of followers, in- 
vaded that country, and made a rapid progreſs, ſo that in the courſe of 
the third campaign, he made himſelf maſter of Milan, the capital of 
Liguria, On the reduction of Milan, the Lombards with joyful accla- 
mations, proclaimed Alboinus king of Italy, lifting him up upon a ſhield, 
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in the midſt of the army, according to the cuſtom of their nation, and 
preſenting him with a lance, which among them was the enſign of 


royalty. 


Alboinus having reduced many other cities of Italy, at length march- 


ed into Umbria, and made himſelf maſter of Spoleto, which he made 


the metropolis of Umbria; and, erecting the city and its territory into a 


dukedom, appointed Feroaldus, whom he dignified with the title of 


duke, governor, of that diſtrict. 


From Umbria, Alboinus marched to the ſiege of Pavia, which, at 
length, ſurrendered, after it had held out three years and ſome months, 
As this was a city of great ſtrength, Alboinus and his ſucceſſors choſe it 


for the place of their reſidence, whence it became the metropolis of the 
kingdom of the Lombards. f 


Alboinus, now maſter of great part of Italy, reſolved to eſtabliſh 
peace and good order throughout the countries he had already reduced, 
before he made any further conqueſts, but he was in the mean time 


ſlain by the treachery of his wife. 


The occaſion of this atrocious act was as follows. As the king was 
one day feaſting at Verona, with his chief favourites and principal offi- 
cers, in the height of his mirth he ſent for the queen, and, filling the de- 
teſted cup, commanded her to drink merrily with her father. -Roſa- 
mund, ſtruck with horror, hurried out of the room, and determined to be 


revenged. Accordingly, ſhe immediately diſcovered her intention to 


Helmichild, the king's ſhicld-bearer, a youth of great boldneſs and intre- 
pidity. Helmichild peremptorily refuſed to embrue his hands in the 
blood of his ſovereign, till he was, by a ſhameful ſtratagem, forced by 
the queen to a compliance. She, knowing that he carried on an in- 
trigue with one of her ladies, placed herſelf in her bed, and received the 


embraces of the youth, which having done, ſhe diſcovered herſelf to 5 


the deceived lover, and told him, he muſt now either put the king to 
death, or be put to death by bim. Helmichild, well appriſed, that, 
after what he had done, his ſafety depended on the death of the king, 
engaged in the treafon, which he otherwiſe abhorred. One day, there- 
fore, while Alboinus was repeſing in his chamber after dinner, Helmi- 
child, with ſome others, breaking in unexpectedly, fell on. the king 
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with their daggers, Alboinus, at their firſt coming in, ſtarted up, and 
laid hold of his ſword, which he had always by him; but the queen 
had previouſly faſtened it in the ſcabbard, and he attempted in vain to 
draw it ; he defended himſelf for ſome time with a foot-ſtool ; but was 
in the end overpowered and difpatched with many wounds. Sce the 
Hiſtory of the Lombards, in the 18th. volume of the octavo edition of 
the Ancient Univerſal Hiſtory, Gibbon, alſo, has related theſe tranſ- 
actions, in his florid rhetorical manner, with many embelliſhments and 
graces. 
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 


MEN, 


ALBiNUus, King of the Lombards. | 

Asrotrno, his Favourite. 

FzrALDUs, a General in the army of Albinus. 

Conxapt, an Officer in the army of Albinus, 

IncuLeavs, an Eccleſiaſtic. ng | 

Bovixus, a Domeſtic of Roſmunda. : 

WOMEN, 

Wife to Albinus, and daughter to Valomir, 

Ro8MUNDA. { King of Gepidz, ſlain by Albinus. 

' AveLaie, attendant on Roſmunda, and privately married to Aſtolpho. 


CLoT1LDa, an attendant. 
| ConsrixaTORS, GUARDS, and ATTENDANTS, &c. 


> 
The Scene lies at Pavia. 
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Sole bridal hymn, the cock's ſhrill matin ſong ; 
Sole off ring at the ſhrine, my ſtreaming tears. 
| Aſtol. Wrong not our love, with ſuch deſponding thoughts. 
What tho” the circumſtance and pageantry, 


That vulgar ſouls delight, and vulgar nuptials 
Adorn, were wanting; the long liv'ry'd train, 
The waving banner, and the white-rob'd prieſt, 
Tapers and incenſe :—yet the nobler pomp 
Of harmoniz'd affections, chaſte deſires, 
And mutual thoughts, reſponſive, each to each 
Attended ; and a tuneful choir, in heav'n, 
Our hymeneal ſung. : 

Adel. By one pale lamp, | 
That feebly glimmer'd thro? the vaulted dome, 
The haggard prieſt, ſcarce ſeen, ſtood at the altar ; 
With low and trembling tones, and mutter'd haſte, 
He hurry'd o'er the nuptial rite, and ſeem'd 
At his own whiſpers ſcar'd ; for oft he look'd 


Behind, awe-ſtruck ; and, when he ſhould have giv'n 


The marriage benediction, his voice fail'd — 
Falt'ring, his accents dy d away, and left 
The bleſſing incomplete. 

Aol. From human tongue 
Needleſs the bleſling ; for the god of truth 
Will bid the dew of bleſſings, from on high, 
Rain on our heads. — This privacy thou knowſt, 
Alike unworthy of our noble blood, 
Our breeding, and our honourable love: 


* 
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By ſtern neceſſity enforc'd, to ſhun | 
The vengeance of the queen. 

Adel. Still in theſe ears 
Reſound her.threats, that ſhould we join our da. 
Her prohibition ſcorn'd, no place on earth 
So diſtant or obſcure, but her revenge 
Should ſeek us there, and plunge in miſery. 

Aftol. Nor will her threats be vain ; therefore, my love, 
Let us conform with patience to our ſtate ; 
The period may be ſhort. 

Adel. Thy will is mine. 
Conceal me, where thou wilt. Vet tis moſt ſtrange, 
That we, ſole objects, ſhould be ſingled out 
To meet and feel a temper in the queen 
Moſt foreign from her bent, by heav'n deſign'd 
For works of peace and mercy z day ſeems ſhort 
For her beneficence ; night falls unwelcome, 
To ſtop the taſk of bleſſing. 
| Aftel. Be aſſur'd, 

No light caprice, but deep delib'rate aims, 

Urge her to thwart our union, and "twill need 
Our utmoſt caution and reſerve to ſhun 
Her watchful jealouſy. —Awhile remain 
Attendant on the queen.—The ſhades of ni ;oht 
Dearer to me than morning's pureſt ray, 
Shall bear me to thine arms. 

Adel. And muſt I go? 


„1 


8 
To meet ſo ſeldom !—I who feel no jay 
From thee divided. 
Aol. Oh, my Adelaide, | 
Muſt I then ſend thee from me But our converſe 
Might wake ſuſpicion; and th* abode of kings 


Is ne'er exempt from ſpies and whiſperers. 


I hear the th approach. Farewell my love. 

[trumpet ſounds. 
Adel. 6 — evening ſpreads her ſhades,— 

Thou knowſt the gallery beſide my chamber — _ 
My lord! my huſband !—— | 
7 | [Exit Adelaide. 
Aol. Every bleſſed pow'r [ looking after her. 
Protect and guard thee.—Now, my ſoul, be firm, | 


Unaw'd by menaces, to blandiſhments 


Superior hold thy loyalty unſtain'd. 


E R361 


Trumpets ſound. —T he ſcene * to a magnificent hall. Enter, 
to him, ALninus, with FerRaLDus, Conrape, and other 


Officers, as | from a review of 2 Lombard army. 


. Oh 'twas a glorious — brave Aſtolpho, 
Would thou hadſt ſeen our bands, in what array 
They paſt before their king. 


| ._" 
Aol. A foree they are 
To ſubjugate the world, beneath a leader, 
Lov'd and heroic, like our great Albinus, 
Albin. Too much of blood this fword hath facrific'd 
To the ſtern powers of war z tis now my care, 
To 'ſtabliſh rigid order, and reftrain = 
The hand of violence; in leagues of peace 
And mutual faith, and blefſed amity : 
To join my ſubjects; that this goodly realm, | 
Prize of my valour, may by wiſdom thrive, 
Firſt of italian ſtates. ; 
Con. Thou ſhouldſt remember 
Whoſe blood was drain'd, whoſe ſhatter'd frames were pierc'd 
With wounds on wounds, to win for thine ambition N 
This glorious prize. — And what is our reward? 
Injuſtice and neglect corrode our fame, 
As eating ruſt our ſwords. 
Albin. I warn thee, Conrade, - 
Diſpel the clouds that menace on thy brow, 
And learn ſubmiſſion, when thy king is near, — _ 
I heed not, I, —thy haughty looks, thy vaunts. 
I know, retir'd in proud obſcurity 
And dang'rous privacy, on venom'd thoughts 
And noxious ſchemes you feed, and then come forth 
More fatal than the viper.— ſhall teach thee 
A leſſon of reſpect; and in the duſt 
Trample the vanity that thus forgets 
Thine humble value, and thy lowly place. 
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Con. And why ſhould royal bounty, like the ſun - 


And dews of heaven, fall indiſcriminate 
On worthy and unworthy? | 

Ain. Falſe the charge. 

My ſoldiers are my brethren, all engage 
My care, partake my bounty, and, if juſt | 
Themſelves, ſhould own my juſtice ; for my eye 
Fails not to mark, my thoughts to eſtimate, 

My lib'ral hand to pay, and overpay, 

Deſert of every kind, but, firſt and chief, 

The ſoldier's merit. Thou, Feraldus, bear 
Dominion o'er fair Umbria's wealthy plains, 

And proud Spoleto's tow'rs ;—on thee, Aſtolpho, 
That thou mayſt ſtill be near us, I confer 
Supreme command within the citadel. 

Conrade, henceforth avoid us, for thy pride 

Hath made thee hateful in thy monarch's fight ; 
And learn to know thy value and thy place. 


SCENE ME 


AstoLPao, FERALDUs, and CONRAD. 


Con. Full well I know my value and my place; 


Know and will fill it; for I was not form d 


2 


[ Exit Albinus. 
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For ſtation ſubaltern, to crouch ugnotic'd 
A. cypher in the ſum of royalty, | 
Myſelf unvalued, to, give power to others, 
If monarchs look for ſervice and allegiance, 
Let them be juſt, with equitable hang 
Diſcriminate their bounty, and reward 
Who ſerves them worthily. 
Aol. And were our duty 
And our allegiance doubled, could they pay , 
Our debt of gratitude ?—Hath not Albinus 
From freezing climes, and an ungrateful ſoil, 
The Lombards led, and giv'n them name and being, 
A noble nation, on the teeming plains 
Of far-fam'd Italy ?—So fix'd his pow'r, 
Nor foreign levy, nor domeſtic treaſon 
May reach his quiet ſtate, which in ſhort ſpace, 
Such is his wiſdom, for ſtability | 
May vie with ancient thrones. 
Con. Some hearts there are, 
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That feel like mine, and know, that ſovereigus 

Live for their ſubjects, not themſelves alone; 
Their tenure juſtice and beneſicence, a 

By which they hold their ſceptre, that tie loſt 

Feral. Conrade forbear, for theſe ſeditious ſounds 

Thy ſcv'reign injure not, but on thy head 

May draw perdition ; —in our friendly ears 
They reſt ſecure, but others to the king = 
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May bear them amplify'd, and added fuel 

Inflame his kindled rage, till it conſume thee. | 
Aol. Unbought, unbrib'd my faith. No injuries 

Could make me ſwerve from duty to Albinus. 

No, were it poſſible that he could prove 

Unjuſt or cruel, my firm loyalty 

Would every wrong ſuſtain, and contumely ; 

Nor from his ſervice ſhrink. 
Con. Such language ſuits 

A thriving courtier, and a monarch's ear, 

No doubt, will gladly hear it ; but the ſoldier 

Muſt feel his wrongs, and ſhould occaſion ſerve, 

Will write them with his ſabre. —King Albinus ! 

What title hails him king of Lombardy 

But free election of the conqu'ring hoſt, 

His inſtrument of pow'r ?—The ſuffrages 

That made him monarch, may the grant reſume. 
Hol. If valour, wiſdom, and each princely virtue, 

Merit dominion, and the Lombard crown 

Were yearly, monthly, daily, drawn in queſtion, 

By ſuffrage of the camp; unrivall'd ſtill 

Would great Albinus reign. The ſoldier's voice 

Unanimous would hail him king, as when 

High on a ſhield aprais'd our valiant cohorts 

Bore him above their heads, and to his hand, 

In ſign of domination, gave the lance, 


With acclamations louder than the burſt 
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Of many waters from the riven ſide 
Of cavern'd mountains. | 

| Feral. Soft, behold our queen 
The ſad Roſmunda comes ; her heme eye 
Drops ceaſeleſs, as the ſparry-fretted roof 

Of ſome chill cavern. Dance and tournament 
Can boaſt no charms for her; and ſtill ſhe ſeems 
To ſyffer, not partake the gen'ral mirth, 
That plays around, and in her whole demeanour 
The downcaſt looks of mild contrition wears, 


Ä 


Enter, to them, RosmunDa, She looks attentively at Asrorruo, 


and ſpeaks afide. 


Rof. Oh gracious _ form !—And can it be, 


That ſtern Roſmunda's boſom, which the hand 
Of miſery hath ſear d, affords a ſpot 

For tender ſympathy ? And can thoſe eyes 
Satiate with horrors, can they find on earth 
Object of pleaſure ?—Clotild take this purſe— 
Diſtribute half among the wounded ſoldiers ; 
With reverential pity I behold 


The vet'ran's glorious ſcars,—with the other half 


The weary palmers glad, whoſe pious fee} 
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Have trac'd the ſoil, wherein the lord of life 
Was laid, for man's redemption, 
Auen. Tis perform'd. 
Roſ. Go then, and wait me at my oratory, 


. 


Soon will the ſacriog bell to veſpers call. 4 
| | Exit Attendant. 

Thanks to religion's pretext, it hath gain'd me, 5 

Some reſpite from the tyrant's hateful bed.— [afede. 

Oh pardon me, good friends „if my rude grief | 

Inſenſible to earthly things, hath fail'd 

In courteous language, and the fair obſervance 

Due to your noble rank and high deſerts. 

Feral. Hail queen and ſovereign, whoſe reſiſtleſs charms 4 
Unparagon'd, no leſs than royal birth, Blei 
Claim univerſal ſway ; the nobleſt empire; | My 
Dominion over hearts. Wh 

Rof.. Ill ſuited ſounds, — [afide. | Belo 
Sovereign and queen,—to me a wretched captive. Stair 
Theſe royal otnaments feem galling chains; Who 
And every circumſtance of pomp around ; Dou 
An inſult, mockery, and ſad memento | Infor 
To tell me what I was, and what I am; | | Why 
A being comfortleſs, from earthly things —_— 
Eftrang'd ; my ſole employment, eve and morn, Thy | 
The ſolemn office for departed fouls | A ſce 
Whom the remorſeleſs ſword to their laſt audit Imper 
Untimely ſent, but chief for thee, my father, ; From 


Good venerable King. Wo, wo, the day 


309 
That ſaw thy ſlaughter'd corſe, and left me here 
To burthen hated earth, a wretched thrall.— 
Feraldus, Conrade, pardon me, awhile, 
Somewhat of -import to our common ſovereign 
Lies near my heart, and claims Aſlolpho's ear. 
Feral. We leave your majeſty. lay bounteous heav'n 
With every bleſſing crown your royal head. 
h  [Exeunt Feraldus and Conrade. 


s 2. - 


Ros u UNο end As Tol Ro. => 


Neſ. Oh mockery of pray'r !—T muft not know [afide. 
Bleſſing, or good, or quiet. I have ſeen 
My country waſted; all the palaces _ 
Where my forefathers had. in glory reign'd, | 8 
Belov'd in peace and terrible in war, | 
Stain'd with the blood of thoſe old faithful Sei 
Whoſe arms had borne me in my infancy.— 
| Down ſoft emotions, let far other thoughts 
Inform my tongue. —Aftolpho, well thou knowft 
Why thus I ſeek thy converſe. —Haſt thou weigh'd 
My former ſpeeches ?—Didſt thou know thyſelf, 
Thy gen'rous nature and intrepid heart | 
A ſceptre challenge. Some receive from heav'n ; 
Imperial lineage ; which is oft disjoin'd 
From royal virtues ; others are endow'd 
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With royal virtues, and dominion win, 
And wear it nobly,---Wouldſt thou wear a crown. 
"Tis now within thy graſp. | 

Aol. I know the ftreight 
To which thy ſpeech would lead. I muſt betray thee, 
Or ſtain my loyalty by guilty ſilence. 
But tempt no more the reverential pity, 
Due to thy fex, thy beauty, and ” tears, — 
Thy forfeit life — 

Roſ. And kindneſs twere to take it. 
A tiſſue tis of matchleſs miſery ; 
Each thread ſurpaſſing other, in the hue 
Of dire calamity.---Death were but reſt, 
A. gentle ſlumber in the lap of peace. — 
Vet, would it grieve my ſpirit to depart 
Without revenge obtain'd - that only thought 
Detains me ling'ring here. do not veil 
My thoughts from thee, or fear that thou ſhouldſt act 
Th” informer's hated part. Thy noble mind 
And gallantry would ſcorn to bring to death 
A woman and a queen, and ſtill more awful 
Reftraint on thee, a wretch moſt miſerable. 

Aol. The power of ſex and beauty, and more ſtrong 
As thou haſt truly ſaid of miſery, 
Have hitherto reſlrain'd my lips; but know 
My ſpirit fluctuates now, *twixt tenderneſs | 
For thee, and pity for thy woful lot, 

And duty to my king, whoſe bounteous hand 


311 
Hath plac'd me high, and made me, what I am. 
He binds me to him, by the ſacred ties 
Of boundleſs confidence and friendſhip, ſuch 
As rarely bides in courts, and loves to dwell 
With equals in degree.—Is not his life 
| Confided to my care ? | | a 
Rof. I needs muſt praiſe 
Thine elevated notions, tho' they blaſt 
My deareſt proſpetts.—Ne'er did I reſort 
To thee, as to the baſe and vulgar mind, 
With ſordid motives ; nor have led thee on, 
Thro' hints circuitous, to read the purpoſe 
Of my dark thoughts, but to thine honeſt ſoul | 
My life entruſted, and my deareſt hopes. | 
Mol. I own the ſacred power of confidence. — 
Protected by the name of gueſt, my foe 
Should ſtand beſide my board, or to my ear, 
In confidence, commit the mighty ſecret, 
On which his being hangs ; altho' his ſword. 
Had pierc'd my father's boſom. 
Rof. Didſt thou mean 
To rend my heart with recollections dire? 
As tho' I could forget A father's boſom !. 
Oh ne'er ſhall I forget Albious' form 
All black and grim, with duſt and clotted gore. 
Matted with ſtreaming gore hung his long hair, 
Or curl'd, like venom'd ſerpents, round his head. 
His right hand held a ſword, that. dropt with blood, 
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The blood that fills thoſe veins and in his leſt, 
The fingers twiſted in the Hoary locks, 
He bore my father's head, the comely features 
Diſtorted with the agonies of death. 
Before my feet, he threw my father's head, 
And the dire falchion reeking with his gore; — 
Hideous with ſlaughter, in his mailed arms 
He cruſh'd my trembling frame. 

Aol. Why wilt thou dwel! 
On theſe black images — The heat of battle 
Had chaf'd his noble blood; but, from that hour 
His love hath made atonement.” 

Rof. Oh profane not 
The facred name of love.—Atonement, fayſt thou? 
Love for Alhinus I- better, mightſt thou ſay, 
Vultures and eagles love, when they engender, 
With ſcreams terrific, or the wolf and pard, 
Or ſhaggy lion; when brute inſtin& goads, 
To whet their fangs, and woo their brides in blood. 
To his hated bed by force he bore me. —He— 
The murderer of my ſire, —a captive queen. 

Aftel. His kindneſs ſinee.— 

Roſ. Inſulting craeley - 
Hath been his kindneſs ſince. Oh could mine eyes 
Have kill'd like baſiliſks, an inſtant yengeance 
Had ſeiz'd the murderer. —'Tis thro' thee alone 
I hope for vengeance. | 
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Mol. Twere in me diſſoyal 
To liſten to ſuch words. Repreſs thy hopes 
Of warping my firm faith. This orb of day 
Shall in his orient chambers ſink to reſt 
Ere I forſake my plighted fealty. 2 + {En Aſtolpho. 
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Reſ Oh when was virtue lodg'd within a manſion 

So worthy of the gueſt !—Oh beauteous form 

Adorn'd with ev'ry grace, and fairer mij = 
Endow'd with all perfection! Noble youth, nt 
Why art thou arm'd in virtuous panoply, | 

Superior to temptation?—Good Aftolpho, 

Lend me thine arm, give me but ample vengeance, 
And I will be thy bond-flave, to thy will | 
Submiſs and unrepining. Feed my ſoul 

With ample vengeance, and'the fecret flame, 

Whoſe ſubtle vapour blaſted all thy hopes, 
Extinct in blood, no more ſhall interpoſe 

»Twixt thee, and union with thine Adelaide. 
Something muſt be deviſed.— Without his aid 
Vain, vain my hopes. His ſtation in the palace, 

As armour-bearer, gives him ſole command 

Of all th” approaches to the tyrants chamber. 
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[Exit. 


ACT. II SCENE 1. 


An Apartment in the Palace of Alninus. 


ArtzBinus and RosMUNnDA. 


ALBINUS. 


IT is not well, Roſmunda, thy ſad looks 

And tears are calumnies ; they taint my fame 

As king and huſband. —Know, that I ſhould deem it 

Reproachful to me, were there a {ad heart 

In all my Lombardy, and | had pow'r 

To cheer the ſuff 'rer.—Look not thus, I pray thee. — 

Say, ſhall the pretext of devout obſervance | 

For ever hold thee from my longing arms ? 

Rof. Tell me how I ſhould look; if thou canſt ell, 
How children look on thoſe that kill their parents. 

Tel! me how I ſhould look, if thou canſt tell, | 

How wretched females look, when brutal farce 

Compels the loath'd embrace Tell, if thou canſt, 

How the ſurvivor of a race extinct | 

Should view the rayager, and the deſtroyer, _ 

That laid her country waſte, and {wept her people 
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From the fair face of earth. My countenance 
Retains the ſad impreſſion, which thy deeds 
Have deeply printed; and my lonely pray'rs 
In mediation for the ſpirits riſe 
Of thoſe whom thou haſt butcher'd. 
Ain. Ceaſe Roſmunda, | 
Leſt boiling wrath ſhould overwhelm my love. — 
Thy father ſleeps in peace.—The Gepidz, 
Who drew their ſwords againſt me, are at reſt. 
Zo ſleep and reſt thy woes What 1 have done 
Is paſt. —I haply now ſhould bear myſelf 5 
In diff rent guiſe; for I have learn d to value 
The gentle arts of peace, and feel the ſweets 
Of ſoft relentings, and domeſtic joys. _ 
Ref. Would thou hadſt known them ſooner ! 
Albin. By peaceful off *rings would I expiate 
The pangs I made thee ſuffer, but thy heart 
Is like the rock, obdurate. 
| Rof. Like the rock, 
The flinty parent of perennial ſprings, 
It ſhall ſupply the never-failing ſource 
Of grief and chill deſpair. 
Albia. Thou art unjuſt. — 
Have I employ'd the tone of ſtern command, 
Or croſt thy pleaſures ?—No, my wakeful cares, 
Oft, when thou ſlepſt, have worn the night away 


In ſchemes to pleaſe thee. —Leave thy pious rites, 


And fruitleſs oraiſons for parted ſhades, 
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And let me woo thee like a virgin bride. 
Be this our nuptial day. | 
Rof. From death's dark houſe 
Call up my fire, and I will praiſe thy care; 
Be that thy nuptial preſent to thy bride. 
Make me forget I am a wretched captive 
Bereft of earthly joy, and hope, and peace, 
By thy fell hand, and I will praiſe thy love. 
Albin. Tempt not my kery nature — I have borne 
Thy ſharp reproaches, tho” like barbed points 
They rankle in my boſom ; but beware; 
Attire thy face in ſmiles, and meet my love, 
And deck thy ſoul in bridal-ornaments, 
| Complacency and joy; leſt my fierce wrath 
Awake, to curſe thee with a cruclty, 
More ſtudied than my kindneſs. Love for thee 
Hath ſooth'd my rugged nature to a ſoftneſs | 
Moſt ſtrange and alien ; that with wonder ſtruck 
I contemplate myſelf ; that love extinct, 
Tremble at what may follow. My warm ſoul 
Cannot be neuter ; it muſt love or hate. | 
Between them chuſe, and. take th according boon. 


[Exit Albinus. 


Rof. Oh give me death, and 1 will call thee kind, 
But Conrade comes; his overweening pride 
And fiery diſcontent, by apt incitement, 
May work for my revenge. Moſt welcome Conrade. 
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| RosMunDa and ConRADE. 


Con. Wherein may the deſpis'd and worthleſs Conrade, 


A wretch moſt abject, fo my fovereign deems, 
' Whoſe ſentence none gainſay, deſerve the ſounds 
Of gracious kindneſs, or th' enliv*ning glance 

Of favour from his queen ? 
| Rof. Thy valour, Conrade, 
Exceeds all praiſe ; and | have wonder'd oft, 
That thy reward hath fall'n fo ſhort, compar d 
With thy deſerving ;—but tis ſtill the lot 
Of modeſt worth, and plain humility ; 
And ſilken gilded inſects eat the grain, 


The vet'ran's ſword hath reap'd.—Some would repine,— 


But time hath reconcil'd thee to neglect, 
And thou canſt bear it with a faintly patience. 
Con. I may not boaſt the monkiſh virtues mine, 
Forbearance meek, and dull humility 
Nor have 1 ſchool'd myſelf, to grow familiar 
With wrongs and contumelies, or to crouch 
And kneel ſubmiſſive, like the patient OY 
To court oppreſſion. 
Roſ. Umbria's mighty chief 
Grateful will own, thy meekly gen'rous ſoul 
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Contemns diſtinction, and in modeſt ſilence 
Retires from view, conſpiring with thy king 
| To give inferiors place. 

Con. Oh ſpare thy taunts. — 
Eſteem me not the tame and paſhve * 
Spurn'd with impunity.— Haply Albinus 
Forgets his tutor in the trade of war; 
Or thinks the ſword, which trac'd his path to glory, 
Sleeps in the ſcabbard; — he may yet be taught 
A diff rent leſſon; tho? his ſubtle minions ;— 
Feraldus, and Aſtolpho were oppos'd.— 
Feraldus,—Umbria's chief, —my patience praiſe ! 
Oh he ſhall know !—before his partial lord, — 
Ev'n to his beard will I proclaim myſelf | 
His better in the field, — With voice more juſt, 


The world might praiſe thy patience.—Thou haſt ſeen 


Thy father butcher'd ; yet, in wedded union, 
Liv'ſt with his murderer ; tho' ev'ry plain 
With poiſon teems, and earth's dark womb with ſteel. 
_ Canſt ſmile beſide him at the feaſt, and quaff | 
The racy vintage; — from what bowl ?—And join 
In triumph o'er thy ſire. 
Raſ. Deteſted thought! 
No, 1 would ſooner lance theſe purple veins; 
And, ſtreaming hot, drink the dire beverage. — 


What triumph o'er my fire! 
Con. Thou knowſt that bowl, 


Treaſur'd with care, produc'd at ſolemn feaſts, 
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An lun Oeull, which golden FON ſarround, 
And golden boſſes deck. | 
Roof. I know it well. - 
And learn'd, this goblet ſavage witneſs bears 
Of triumph o'er a foe, whoſe name Albinus 
With ſtudied care conceals ; and certain tis, 
That with ſtrange agonies, and horror chill d, 
I view the dreadful vaſe, 

Con. And yet thy lips 
Have touch'd the fatal margin, and from thence 
The grape's red juice imbib'd. 

Roſ. By threats compell'd, | 
Once, and but once, with trembling hand I bore 
This hateful veſſel to my quiv'ring lip, 
Thou knowſt the time.—Oh, what convulſions ſhook 
My lab'ring frame what inward horror ſeiz'd 
My agonizing ſoul ! 

Con. Thou knowſt not then, 
Whoſe headleſs trunk to ſavage triumph gave 
That horrid trophy? 

Ref. Oh moſt ſure I do not.— _ 
But oft have thought ſome myſtery lay couch'd 
Beneath Albinus' words —for drink, he ſaid, 
And revel with thy father. 

Con. And, full well | 
The truth accorded. —'Tis thy father's ſkull. 

Ref. Moſt execrable truth !—Curft be this hand 


That bore the fatal chalice to my lips! 
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And curſt the lips that touch'd it !—Oh thou hel- hound! 
Inventive in thy cruelty, to join me | 
In partnerſhip of blood, in parricide ! 
Oh vengeance, vengeance !—henceforth, right and wrong, 
Virtue and vice, and good and ill, to me 5 
Be all indifferent; and one only thought, 
One ruling principle inform my ſoul. 
Revenge, revenge! | 
Con. I too have what may rouſe 

Deſire of vengeance. My paſt ſervices 
With ſhame and ſcorn repaid. Ev'n now, Albinus, 
With taunts and contumely chac'd me from him. 

Raſ. Agreed in thoughts, let us combine in act. 

My largeſſes and kindneſs to the ſoldiers 
Have undermin'd this haughty conqueror ; . 
And ſhould a great attempt, and valiant head, 
Awake their ſpirits, hands will not be wanting. 
But break we off, for haſty ſteps reſound 
Along the marble pavement. ——At a time 
Of greater privacy, we may reſume 
The theme of this hour's converſe.— 80 farewell. 


[Exit Conrade. 
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Aſtolpho? 
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RosmunDa and Bovinus. 
Rof. Oh moſt rever'd, for thou haſt ferv'd and lord 
My honour'd fire, whether the waſting ſword 7 
Spar d thee in love or hate, thou only remnant 20 
Of my poor countrymen, what canſt thou bring "4 
To cheer th' unvaried gloom ?—Haſt thou eſſay d 340 
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To bend Aſtolpho's virtue? 


Bovin. Let us learn 
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The reſignation ſuited to our ſtate ; 

A bitter leſſon ; but captivity 

Is a ſtern pedagogue, and will enforce 
Submiſſion to his precepts. From Aſtolpho 
What canſt thou hope ? Devoted to his lord, 
The vengeful murmurs of thy fierce deſpair 
Are regiſter'd with him, and, amplify'd, 
Albinus hears them. 5 : 

Roſ. No, thou little knowſt 

Aſtolpho's nobleneſs : that mounting ſoul 
Would riſe aloft where empire fits enthron'd, 
And ſeize her for his own ; but gratitude 
And loyalty, and a yet meaner motive, 


A trifling ge w- gaw form, a ſtripling's toy, 
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Prepond rate more in youthful paſſion's ſcale, 
Than glory's ſolid charms. But my commands 
Have ſtrongly interpos'd between his wiſh 
And this alluring bait. | 
; Bovin. Somewhat 1 learn'd | 
With this ſurmiſe according, from Ingulphus, 
To you devoted much, but to himſelf 
Still more, as is the ſpirit of his order. | 
In fine, he urged me to procure ſome moments 
Of private audience. 

Rof. Be it. —Much may grow 
From what he can impart. I know him apt [Exit Bovinus, 


For every miſchief, meddling and officious, By ſt. 
Yet ſpecious in his ſeeming, watchful ſtill Perch 
With art to win ſome profit to himſelf ; That 
And from my largeſſes, by pity giv'n Ro 
To feed and clothe the wretched, ſtill ſome part * 
With him remains to ſlake the thirſt of gold. A wrei 

«$ CR eſs 

| 5 e The to 
Rosmunpa and Bovixus introducing INGULPHUS. Can ha 
Tngul. May bleſſings like the dew of Hermon fall Aught | 
On that fair head ! Oh, good as beautiful, - For, ac 
The widow's bleſſing and the orphan's pray'r, The wil 
Like morning incenſe from the cenſer wreath'd, Ingul. 
Are offer'd for thee. May the peace of heav'n A mand; 
i Of baniſ 


Reſt on thy ſpirit hourly. 
| | This ver. 
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Rof Whither tends 
This wordy prologue | ? I was told thou fought 

My private ear. Say, does the ſinking wretch 
Extend his hands to me a feeble ſtay ? 
I hold myſelf the ſervant of diftreſs ; 
Sole purpoſe of my being; and ſole joy 
I prove, when haply, with a lenient hand, 
I wipe ſome tearful eye. | 

Ingul. Moſt gracious lady 
To thee I am devoted ; truſt me therefore, 
When, by mine order and my ſanity, 
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I do proteſt mine innocence —Enforc'd 
By ftrong and inſtant mandate of thy lord, 
Perchance | have offended, by an act 
That countervails thy wiſhes. 

Roſ. Do not mock me; 
Thou ow'ft me not obedience. I myſelf, 
A wretched captive in the maſs of ſlaves, 
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Bow with implicit awe. I am ſo curſt, 
The tongue of mortals or the wiſh of fiends 
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Can hardly add a pang.— If thou, haſt done | I 
Aught that may wound my ſpirit, freely ſpeak, - j g 
For, adding to my grief, thou EY fulfil 

The will of heav'n. . 


Ingul. Commanded by the king, 
A mandate join'd with urgent menaces | ys 
Of baniſhment, or worſe, ſhould I refuſe, | 
This very morn, I join'd in nuptial bands 


344, 
Aſtolpho to thy maiden Adelaide. 
Roſ. Why this is right. Farewell the only hope 
My miſery had left !---I thank thee, friat; 
Thou haſt perform'd thy functions; tis moſt meet 
The king ſhould be obey'd.---Henceforth, avoid 
My preſence.---Thou haſt done the only act, 
In the vaſt range of human potency, | 


That could augment my ſorrow. 

Ingul. Ill betide | 
The hour 1 join'd their hands ! Now, by my holidam, 
I knew not that the buſineſs came ſo near 
Thy heart; or I had gone from Lombardy, - 
A willing exile, ere I had pronounc'd 


* 


Their nuptial office. Twere in me preſumption, 


To alk how theſe united wound your peace; 
| But if you wiſh to hold them ſeparate, 


"Tis in your pow'r, and obvious are the means. 
Rof. There's muſic in the ſound !-Separate How? When? 
Tngul. For ſome ſmall ſpace, in filent privacy, : 


| They mean, as I could gather from their words, 
To hide their nuptials.— Whether coy reſerve, 
Or baſhful diffidence, in Adelaide, | 
Shrinks from the public gaze,—or haply fear 


Of your reſentment, may inſpire the thought, | 
But ſo they have determin'd. She remains 


An inmate of the palace, ſtill on you 


Attendant in her place ; with am'rous ſtealth 
He claims a huſband's. rights, and to her chamber— 


| 325 
Roſ. Thy groſs imagination with delight 
Dwells on the wanton tale. What canſt thou build 
Of good or happy change, that may befriend 
My ſtate forlorn, on the vain fantaſies 
Of theſe young lovers ? 
Ingul. Hear me, royal lady.— 
My loving ſiſter oer an houſe preſides 
Of Benedictine nuns ; on Adda's bank 
Recluſe it ſtands : when evening ſpreads her veil, 
Thither may Adelaide be borne. —My ſiſter, 
Obedient to your wiſhes, will receive her. 
There, undiſcover'd, ſhe may bide, ſequeſter'd 
From the ſight or ſpeech of her new-wedded lord. 
Ref. Oh how I love the lips that utter ſounds 
| $0 welcome to my heart Sure inſpiration 
Dwells in thy breaſt. Thou haſt unlock 'd the wells 
For which I thirſted, and my ſoul ſhall drink 
The copious draught—” Tis here —oh glorious guilt! F[afde. 
To reach a tyrant.— Adelaide rem6y'd, | 2 
Supply her place. — I have thee in my toils l 
The filent gloom of night precludes deteion.— 
Yes, good Aſtolpho, vaunt thy loyalty, 
And ſtubborn virtue; thou ſhalt be my ſlave. 
Bovin. What virtue dwells in words that only point 
At means to ſever, for ſome little ſpace, 
Theſe youthful lovers ? For, of this be ſure, 
Nor force nor artifice will long conceal 
The captive Adelaide. 
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Ref. No long concealment 
My purpoſes demand.—Seek not to know, 
Wherefore I wiſh to hide this beauteous bauble 
In the cloſe caſket of a convent's wall ; 
But learn my will, and ſee it be perform'd. 
Haſte thou, Ingulphus, and prepare thy ſiſter ; 


And thou, with Hermenfrid and Agilol, lie Bovinus. - 


| Bear hence the virgin matron, ſoon as ſhades 

Of night prevail ; keep her from ſpeech of all. 

| Ingul. Note you her looks, Bovinus ?—On her check, 

A hedtic fluſhing riſes and retires. | [apert. 
| Roſ. That bowl, that bowl !—Monſter of cruelty ! 

But thou ſhalt feel me yet. Oh were Aſtolpho 


Pledg'd to my purpoſes. | | [afide. 
Bovin. I've mark'd her eye: | 
Joy, long a ſtranger, hath return'd, to fill [ apart. 


The ſhining orb; but 'tis a ſickly joy, 
Malignant; not the clear and tender light 
Of inward peace and gay ſeſtivity. | 

Ref. Why do ye mutter thus, with ſtealthy looks 
Of terror caſt on me, as I were grown | 
Portentous in your ſight ? You know my will. 

Ingul. Pardon us, royal lady, we are gone; 
And count your bidding, in our zealous duty, 


Alrgady done. | [Excunt Ingulphus and Bovinrs. . 
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RosmunDa alone. 

Rof. Now, let the chaos of conflicting thoughts 
Unfold the fair creation of ſome act, 
That ſhall ennoble a weak woman's hand. 
Now ſhall I reach thee, circled by thy friends, 
Lull'd in the lap of vain ſecurity. 
Pauſe here, Roſmunda, weigh the dreadful price 
Of thy fell piety ; look down and ponder 
The dark abyſs before thee. ——'Tis no matter 
My father's ſhade, poor troubled ſpirit, walks 
The midnight hour,—and ſhall I not revenge ? 
His bleeding mangled trunk for ever lies 
Before my feet, and ſhall I not revenge ? 
Albinus? horrid form, full in my view, 
For ever holds his head diſtilling gore, 
And ſhall I not revenge ?—Theſe guilty arms, 


= 
= 
> ere fed 4 oo 2 


5 n „er ro . —_— 
i 8 n IG 5 A A 


i” 
re 


= 


85 88 bn 


1 . 
e eee Fad 
tn Fog et os s 


Parricide that I am, in wanton folds, 
His murderer claſped, —and ſhall I not revenge: 
I will, I will, — Let future times, that hear | 
My wrongs and my deſpair, forgive the means. 
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by Beſhrew my heart, Roſmunda, I am ied 
I chid thee all ſo roughly. Well thou knowſt 
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My fiery nature cannot brook reproach, 
And ſhouldſt not urge me; but, T pray, let pence 
Prevail between us. — More than life and health, 
And glory, dearer far than health and life, 
I prize thy charms. Whate'er my kingdom holds, 
Of rare and precious, at thy feet I'll caſt, 
To buy a ſmile. 
Ref. My wiſhes are confin'd 
Within thy boſom, and from thee alone 
Content and joy I ſeek. 

Alb. Bleſt be the tongue 
That utters ſounds ſo kind. —Ne'er till Sy hour 
Felt 1 ſuch tranſport. 

Rof. If my words delight thee, 
Thou ſhalt hereafter find my deeds accord 
With their juſt import. | 
Alb. Wilt thou ſpeak thy wiſh ?. 
Roſ. Thy heart and ſoul alone. 


Alb. A fair reply, | 
My heart dilates with pleaſure. My fierce mind 


Is melted down to ſoftneſs feminine; 
And I could weep for joy.—Oh, were my pow'r 
But equal to my wiſh, thou ſhouldſt ſurpaſs 
Thy ſex in happineſs. 

Rof. Tis in thy pow'r 
To give me full contentment. 

Alb. Speak the means. 
My ſoul is all on fire to ſee thee happy. 


Ref. Thou ſhalt hereafter learn what welcome means 
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May yield me happineſs, when fair occaſion 
Serves for th' attainment. 


Alb. In thine eyes I mark, 
Tranſported mark, the lambent light of joy ; 
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A ſmile unwonted dwells upon thy cheek, 
Where ſorrow fix'd her throne ? What happy cauſe 
Hath wrought this change ? | | 
Rof. "The proſpe& of delight 
And full completion of my wiſh in thee. 
My ſoul is rapt; and ev'ry thought and care ; 
Dwells on Albinus. 
Alb. Let me hold thee thus, 
And ſtrain thee to my heart. Oh what a charm 


Le her. 
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Does kindneſs add to the moſt perſect beauty 
Long have I mourn'd, that while my love poſſeſs'd 
Thy perfe& form, thy ſoul was alienate. 

Now come; the banquet waits ;—the minſtrel's hand, 
With magic cunning. plunges on the chords 
To catch the ſoul of muſic ; but, nor feaſt, 

Nor tuneful witchery of harp and ſong, - 

Can charm me, like thy voice. Nay, come my love. 
- Rof. III follow thee, anon. But I am buſied 

In preparations for thine entertainment; 

I mean a banquet worthy of a king 

-And royal viſitants, where thou ſhalt meet 

An unexpected gueſt ; with anxious care, 

J labour to prepare it. — Yet, one boon 


330 
Nay thou muſt not refuſe me. Be this night 


Wholly my own, from interruption free, 


To take a long farewell of pious rites, 

Paid nightly for the reſt of parted ſouls. 
Alb. I can refuſe thee nothing. Thou ſhalt reign 

This night, and every night thro” future time, 

Queen of thyſelf and me. Yet why impair | 

Thy beauties with the damp and chilling breath 

Of mouldy cloiſters ? And conſume the hours, 

That love and pleaſure for their own demand, 

In bigot forms and vain obſervances, | 

That profit not the dead and injure thee ? | 

Adieu my love. 5 
| [Exit Albinus, 
Ref. How ſick*ning to the heart, | 

Sounds of endearment from an hateful tongue ! 

That bowl that bowl, my murder'd father's ſkull ! 

Can it be poſſible ? And could theſe eyes 

Behold, and know it not ?—A daughter's hand 

Raiſe it to meet her lips, and no kind warning 

Within her ſoul ariſe ?—O vengeance, vengeance g 

Father be near, a monitor, unſeen; 

Suſtain my ſpirit; let it not recoil 

In woman's weak relentings, from the taſk 

Of ſignal vengeance, which my matchleſs wrongs 

Demand and juſtify. —My prayer is heard, — 

I feel thee here. O might I quaff his blood, 

The tyrant's blood, from that deteſted bowl. 


[Ferit Roſinunda. 
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K * ME SCENE I. 
An apartment in the palace of ALBIN us. 
Asrotlruo folus. | 
1 OH bleſſed orb, that rollſt ſerene and clear 3 
Oer this accurſed head, what direful change 
Hath thy ſhort abſence wrought !—Adult”rer, traitor ! 
- Sure tis illuſion all, and I may hope 
To wake for innocence and Adelaide. — 
Adult'rer, traitor !—O, my Adelaide, 
I thought thee mine, and to my boſom claſp'd 
Perdition.—1dol of theſe doating eyes ; 
Deſerted rack d with agonizing doubt ! 
Where didſt thou range the monſter-breeding gloom, 
While I---cloſe memory, cloſe the ſcene ! What 1 have done, 
I dare not think ;---but ſure, thou art at reſt ; | 
Thy death alone wants to the conſummation | 
Of guilt unparallel'd.---My royal lord, 
Next after Adelaide, dear to my ſoul, 
Beneficent and noble, could not fate | 
Chuſe other inſtrument to work thy wrong? 
What dreadful choice of evils !—Sin on ſin, 
Perdition on perdition.--Yet my heart, 
My heart, ſhall yet be ſpotleſs.---To the king 
Sure conſequence, I know my death enfues,--- 
And can I wiſh for life ? | 


Not thou alone, 
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No thou muſt doom that beauteous fatal thing— 


Tho! guilty as ſhe is her charms and ſorrows 


Cling round thy heart— Oh ſee her lovely frame 


By ſome ſtrange torture mangled. —Be it—all her ſex 


Shall periſh, rather than my ſoul perſiſt 
In deadly guilt. 


. 
AsrorrHO and Rosuunb4. 


Ro. Stay ;—whither wouldſt thou fly, 


Licentious paramour, whoſe daring fin 


Hath ſhar'd thy monarch's bed ? | 
Aſtol. Doſt thou upbraid me: Oh thou ſorcereſs, 


Thou haſt ſo complicated crime with crime, 
One ſtep adyanc'd, I never can return. 


Rof. My wrongs unparallel'd cry out for blood, 
With never ceaſing clamours ; blood for blood ! 
Nay, ſhrink not back, nor ſtruggle to get free ; 
Thou know, by what I've done, what I dare do. 
Aftol. Yes, let me periſh, ſo my ſole perdition 
May fate thy malice ; but it will not ſerve. 
My beauteous Adelaide. I ſee the murd'reſs 
Glare in thine eye-balls.— Lo, with fearful cries, 
Vultures are hov'ring in the air around thee, 
And ſcent the ſteams of blood. Where haſt thou hid 
Her mangled corſe ?—If thou haſt murder'd her, 
"Thoſe pleading charms, thoſe graces, that would tempt 
The hoary hermit to forego his maker, | | 
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| Shall on the ſcaffold periſh. —If ſhe live, 
To pay my ſecrecy, diſcover inſtant, — 
Rof. Be thou patient, Know that Adelaide,. - 
Wife thou no more muſt call her, lives in ſafety ! 
Let that ſuffice thy love. Thou mayſt not know 
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Whither ſhe is convey'd, or cheriſh hope 
Of ever meeting more. Thou muſt devote 
Thine heart and arm to me. 

Mol. Firſt, periſh both !— 
I'll to the king. 

Roſ. Think not I wiſh to live 
| After revenge obtain'd.—I ſee the goal — 
Even now, methinks, I reach it. But forbear 
To menace or repine — Thine Adelaide, 
With ſtudied anguiſh, exquiſite, ſhall end 
Her miſerable days, if thy raſh tongue 
Divulge our myſt 'ry.—Think not I had dar'd 
This doubtful a&, for pleaſure to myſelf — 
Albinus perithes.—I do not bluſh ; 
For ends exalt the means :—'twas piety, 
| Juſt ſenſe of honour, and reſentment, due 
To brutal violation, that inſpir'd 
The deed of the paſt night No light deſires 
With the pure motives mingled _ 

Aol. Away, thou fiend ! | 
I ſcorn thy power; death has no frowns for me. 
' Rof. Not we alone ſhall periſh ;——wretched things 
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O'erwhelm'd with guilt,--but ſhe, the young, and fair, 
And innocent.— will to her transfer 
My hate againſt the tyrant, and believe 
I pierce his heart, when theſe vindictive hands 
Mangle that idol form, with thouſand wounds. 
Then ev'ry atom, quiv'ring in the pangs | 
Of multiply'd infliction, ſhall accuſe 
Thine unrelenting ſoul. 

Aol. And muſt I plunge 
Theſe hands in blood ?—Afail the ſacred life 
Giv'n to my charge ?---My king.-Oh never, never! 

Roſ. Then, mark th' alternative; think whom thy voice 
To torture dooms. Again, I warn thee, think, 
Think, on thine Adelaide ; for I have ſworn. 

Albinus bleeds, or Adelaide, with tortures, 
Elaborate, ſhall periſh. Inſtant ſay, 
Wilt thou comply? — Th' eventful moments preſs. — 


Still doubtful ?--I am gone—and Adelaide — | [' gong, 


Abel. And Adelaide, —o can I bear the thought ?— 
Thou vengeful ſpirit, ſwear that ſhe is ſafe, 
And to thy fatal aims, with ſov'reign ſway, 


My being and my faculties devote. 

Rof I've ſounded Conrade, thou wilt find him apt. 
The ſubject of our converſe hath ta'en root 
Deep in his ſoul, —He comes with low'ring brow. 
I hine are the keys of all the paſſages 
That from the poſtern lead, = Thou knowſt my meaning. 
Awhile 1 leave thee. Think op Adelaide ; 
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And look 1 find thee faithful to my vengeance, 
Or—Conrade is neceſſary to the work; 
Cheriſh, and mould him to our purpoſes. 


Eau. 
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As rol HO alone. 
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Conrade is neceſſary to the work ! 
What work ? What work 2—I am devoted, fold — 
No place for penitence, for pardon none— 
None, none !—My Adelaide, that angel form, 
That angel mind forbids. Why, why is this? 
An angel pure, confed'rate with the fiends, 
Unconſcious too, to plunge a wretched ſoul 
Where mercy ſhall not find me! Can then, 
My Adelaide, my angel, — can I doom thee 
To- never, never !—here ends all debate. 
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Conrape and As rorr no. 


2 Conrade, I have obſerv'd of late thou holdſt me 
At an unfriendly diſtance. — Why is this? | 
As far as my poor voice had weight or influence, 


SE 

I ſtill have ſpoke tlie a diftioguiſh'd ſoldier 
Tn the firſt rank. | 1 8 ; 

Con. Tis true cannot flatter j— 
I hate the gilded vermin of a court, 
Hatch'd by the beaming ſun of royalty, 
That ſwarm in clouds before their ſov'reign's eyes, 
And ſo obſtruct his ſight, he cannot chuſe 
The worthy from the herd. 

| Aol. Oft have I mourn'd 

That ſomc malignant demon ſhould disjoin 
Hearts made to meet and love. 

Con. The common language 
And thriving cheat of courts ; with vague proſeſſion, 
And glozing ſpeeches giv'n to all alike | 
To win regard, tongue foreign from the heart, 
With ſimple men, that words and deeds confound, 
Miſtaking the tale harlot blandiſhment 
Of proſtituted lips, for certain proof 
Of holy friendſhip. —Go to, | have found thee, 
And know thee well. 

Allol. Thou haſt not found me, Comrade. | 
I feel as thou doſt.— Villain, lying villain !— 
What do I ſay ?—And, couldſt thou trace a path, 
Where honour might combine to raiſe thee high 
As thy deferts might challenge, noble Conrade, 
Thou ſhouldft not find me tardy. 

Con. I will prove f | 
Whether thou art a thing compos'd of words, 


22 


337 
Or what thou doſt profeſs, a friend indeed. 
Such only I efteem whoſe ſword, whoſe counſels, 
Whoſe ready life, are to the man devoted 


Whom he calls friend. Thou knowſt the king has wrong 'd 


me: 
Wrong'd me to death.— Should I ſeek reparation 
From what alone is mine,—a ſoldier's ſword, — 
Say, wouldſt thou follow me ?—Nay, if thy heart 
Inclines thee,—get thee to thy lord; reveal 
What I have ſaid —'twill buy for thee promotion. 
Nay ſcruple not, for I am in the wane, 
Thou in the ſpring and promiſe of thy youth, 
The minion of thy maſter, and thy hopes 
Flow in a tide as vigorous as thy blood. — 
Why doſt thou heſnate ? 
Aol. Moſt wretched traitor, | [afide. 
Caught in the ſtygian web. Now hear and wonder; 
For know this arm ſhall aid thee in thy ſchemes. : 
Con. Heard I aright ?—Shall aid me in my ſchemes ! 
Thine artifice is groſs. —Fie, it ſmells rank. 
Think not to fool me with ſuch ſhallow craft. 
Where is that loyalty, with wordy zeal, 
But yeſter morn profeſt ? 
Aſtol. I well remember, 


And ſpoke moſt truly then; but a few hours 
Have wonders wrought, and ſo transform'd my ſoul, 
That 1 am pledg'd and ſworn to kill my king, 
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Who loves and honours me.——Nay, ſtart not back, 
Know, 1 have left an hoſtage for performance, 
More worth than worlds; my bride, my Adelaide. 
Say, wilt thou truſt me yet? 


Con. Come, let me claſp thee. — Ca 
Oh gen'rous youth, I love thee with a love Ne 
Beyond the love of woman. Know a ſcheme No 
Of hopeful vengeance offers. — Souls there are, Sha 
Whoſe wants and wrongs, unmerited like mine, Th. 
Have giv'n an edge and temper to their ſwords, 

That to the quick may bite a haughty tyrant. 

Aol. Inquire not wherefore, but I am full apt 

For any ſcheme of blood thou canſt ſuggeſt. | 
Who are partakers in thine enterpriſe ? 

Con. The fiery Raymond, Agilolf, and Ranchild, 7 
With hoary Hermenfrid, Odo, and Lothaire, Unuſt 
Helmichis, Theophil — | | . Here, 

Aftol. It is enough. 4 5 Fate } 
Enrol me in your band. —When do you meet? | A. 

Con The midnight hour, in yonder grove of poplars, How f 

Convenes our truſty conclave; and this night And pl 
Matures our great attempt, decides the time, | One ge 
5 Place, preparation, and all circumſtance. = Aol 

Aftol. I'm pledg*d.—But break we off, for lo the king, I have 1 

This key commands the poſtern, and from thence =— 
A vaulted paſſage winds to his apartment. As thou 
Con. Farewell, remember midnight ; I muſt hence, It takes 


His Gght is poiſon to me. | [Exit, 
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Asrolr ho; alone. | ; 


Captive ſoul!— 

Now look to heaven, invoke returning grace — 
Now beat thy wings. Another limed twig 
Shall hold thee down, and efforts all are vain; 
That key confirms my guilt beyond recall. 


S CES Vi 


Avrctivie and ALBINUS. 


Aol. He turns to me nn in his eye 
Unuſual pleaſure beams.— I feel his looks, 
Here, here, they ſting me —— victim, 
Fate hovers round thee. 
Alb. Joy to thee, Aſtolpho, | 
How fares thy lovely bride? 1 long to greet her, 
And plunder from thy treafur'd hoard of ſweets, 
One gentle kiſs. — How fares thine Adelaide? 
Aol. As ſuits her circumſtance, my gracious lord. 
I have no bride, no Adelaide. — Oh, torture Cad. 
Alb. Why, thou art ſad; but ſuch exceſs of joy, 
As thou muſt feel, ſo overwhelms the ſoul, 
It takes the ſhape of grief. —Ourſelf have prov'd 
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Exceſs of gladneſs, for our queen is kind. 
When didſt thou ſee her laſt ? 
Aol. Ev'n now my lord; 
And ſhe was bent on earneſt preparation. 


Alb. I know it well.—She gives a ſolemn feaſt 


In honour of our nuptials. From the palace, 

Luaſt night, by my permiſſion, ſhe was abſent ; 

Reluctant, I indulg'd her.—In the cloiſters, 

She paſt the hours in holy offices, 

And grateful oraiſons to ev'ry faint, 

Whoſe interceſſion at the throne of grace 

Has made connubial love and ſmiling hope 

To flouriſh fair between us. | 
Aol. Oh laſt night! 

Seaſon of horrors! 
Alb. Shall we not, Aſtolpho, 

Be truly happy now ? 

| Aftol. My royal lord 

Deſerves a happineſs, as great and ſignal, 

As are his power and place. Pardon, my lord; 

My duty claims attendance at the citadel. 

Hold, burſting heart. — I cannot bear his eye. 
Alb. Aſtolpho, I am on a journey bent; 

And ſhall not ſoon return. | | 
Aftol. Oh, 'tis moſt true,— 

A long and dreadful journey! 

AI. And on thee | s 

Dexolves the care of needfu] preparation. 


bel. 


[fide 


Lea. 


| 341 
Aol. 1 am already buſied in the meas  [afide. 
To haſten thy departure. Let me fly, | 


And execute thy bidding. [ going. 


Alb. Yet a moment. — 
We mean a circuit thro' our Lombardy, 
To ſtay the hand of rapine, and confirm 
In theſe our now poſſeſſions, equal rule, 
And ſober ordinances.—I was known, 
In early life, the blood-ftain'd conqueror, 
Fierce and oppreſſive ; but my days to come 
Shall be diſtinguiſh'd by the peaceful arts 
And love of juſtice. —Seek the gloomy Conrade, 
Let him attend us; I have been to blame; 
He is a ſoldier, and a ſoldier's worth 
I hold ineſtimable.— I have ſcorn'd him, 
And left his merit withering in the ſhade 
Of indigence obſcure ; but future kindneſs 
Shall paſt negle& redeem. 

Aol. Accompliſh'd traitor | [ afide. 
His words are daggers, daggers, here !—They double 
My crime, and in my pangs anticipate 
The doom of future guilt. 

Alb. Thou doſt not mark me; 

But I can pardon thee. Thine Adelaide 

So fills thy foul and ſenſes, thou art ſnatch'd 

From things extern, in viſions of delight. 

Our queen ſhall with us; my fond ſoul is rapt, 
And dwells in her fair boſom ; and my heart 
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342 
Vibrates to her ſoft voice, and dwells enchain'd 
In her bright treſſes, like the flutt'ring bird, 
Encag'd in golden wires. While bounteous heav'n 
Affords me being, never from my ſide 
May ſhe depart. 
Hol. Tis ev'n unto thy wiſh, 


For thou ſhalt. find, while heav'n affords thee 1 


How ſhort a ſpace !—Roſmunda will be near, Lb. 

With wakeful diligence. | 
Alb. I know it well. 

Haſte with me to the queen, we will debate 


What needful preparation and attendance 


Our purpos'd journey aſks ; ſmall ſtate will ſerve, 
Where mem'ry and renown of noble deeds, 
And warm affeQion of his people round, 
Compoſe the monarch's guard, —and daily acts 
Of juſtice, mercy, and beneficence 


 Proclaim his royal preſence, —as the beams 


Of genial and invigorating heat 


Announce the glorious ruler of the day. 


343 


% f M ww 
Changes to another part of the Palace. 


* e with Conrane. 


Ref Ev'n to our wiſh n joins your band. 

Con. If we may truſt profeſſions. — Yet I fear 
His milky nature, and religious ſcruples ; 

He to whole ears | have my ſecret giv'n.— 

But never ſhall he his protection ſeal 

In Conrade's blood ; this ſword in his falſe heart 
Shall ſeek for my depoſite, and reſume it. 

Rof. Thou doſt him wrong. My life upon his truth. 
Parly not with him. Words might thoughts awake 
That would unnerve his arm. Let him not pauſe, 
Think, or deliberate; hurry on the time 

That puts him to the proof. | 
Con. This very night. 

Ref. It ſhall do well. To-night, luxurious feaſt, . 
With its attendant, vain ebriety, 

Among the guards, in place of jealous care, 
Will looſe diſorder ſpread. The gueſts retir'd, 
With few attendants, and even thoſe o'erpow'r'd 
Wich ſleep and wine, Albinus will remain 

An eaſy prey. Then, from the weſtern tou“ r, 
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A ſignal waving thrice, a blazing torch, | 

Invites your ſafe approach. | 

Con. We have by lot | 
Aſſign'd the ſeveral ſtations of our band. 
Old Hermenfrid, with Agilolf, poſſeſs 
The poſtern gate ; Odo and Lothaire keep 
The vaulted paſſage, from Albinus' chamber 
That to the cloiſter and the oratory 
Winds intricate its circuit. Young Aſtolpho, 
For never will I truſt him from my view, 
Stout Helmichis, and Theophil eſſay 


The grand attempt with me. My wrongs and valour | 


May juſtly claim pre-eminent to ſtrike 
| The crowning blow myſelf. —! have obtain'd 
Th' important key, that thro” the poſtern gate 

Admits our truſty band, 

Ref. Oh welcome, vengeance | 

Long have | panted, in a thirſty ſoil, 
Barren of comfort. —Copious draughts of blood 
Shall freely flow, to cheriſh and revive 
A ſoul diſeas'd. Know, valiant friend, my care 
Hath for your ſafety, and the full attainment 
Of my revenge provided. —?Tis a cauſe 
In which I could a martyr's pangs endure; 


But, in th' attempt, to you ſhall not betide— 
Go boldly on - perdition of a hair. 


Con. Care of my life, or what may chance hereafter, 


Hach never mix'd with my proud hopes of vengeance. 


| 0-- 
Rofſ. What tho' his arm, like the fell thunderbolt, 
Sites once, to ſmite no more; his trenchant blade, 

I have ſecur'd it ſo within the ſheath, 

Shall harmleſs ſleep, as charm'd by potent words 
Of ſorcery ; not all the ſtrength of man 

Shall bid it flame on day; then, in the moment 
Of ſtrange diſmay, and cruel diſappointment, 


Strike ;—ſearch the heart, plunge 1 and hide your "weapons 


Within his haughty breaſt. 
Con. There needed not 
This timid caution. Death to my paſt ame ! 
Shall Conrade owe to night and artifice 
A coward conqueſt o'er defenceleſs foes ? 

Who, breaſt oppos'd to breaſt, and point to point, 
Might cope with 'vantage.— Be it.—I muſt join 
Our truſty band ; for night, with haſty ſtride, 
Advances on us.— From the weſtern tow'r, 

The torch will gleam more welcome to our eyes, 


Than lode-ſtar to the pilot. Exit. 


8. C E N E vial 
Ros x una, alone. 


Rof. O farewell! 
Around theſe towers the preſcient ravens ſail; 
They call Albinus to the dreary plain 
Where vultures feaſt their young. Now to the * 
To practiſe a new leſſon, and abhorr'd, 
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Of fraud and blandiſhment, which from my ſoul 
Were ever alien. Mighty conqueror, 

Go revel at the banquet, while thou mayft ; 
Enjoy the light of heav'n while yet tis thine. 

Yet ſome few hours, and J ſhall burſt my bonds. 
Ev'n now methinks I riſe in thought elate, 
And triumph o'er my tyrant —Mighty things 
Muſt in ſmall ſpace be crowded ere they roll, 
Like the materials of the pent volcano, 

And ſoon ſhall burſt in flame.—I come, Albiuus, 
My lord, my father's murderer, I come. 


* 


er w. SCAND . 


An apartment in the palace of Arn us. 
| AsroLync, ſolur. 


EVE of the golden day, the purple weſt 
Shall ſoon receive thee ; and the hand of night, 
Thy ſhining portals bar ;—then what fell deeds 


The conſcious ſtars may view !—T launch from ſhore, 


With murder at my ſide, in treaſon's bark, 
Thro' a deep ſea of blood; the boiling waves 
Swell fierce around me, and the rocks are nigh 
That threaten ſhipwreck. —O this dreadful war 
Of agonizing paſſions !— How the fiends 

Will drink the gore hot-ſpouting from the heart ! 
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Soon ſhalt thou be empurpled in the ſtreams, 
Oh ſavage hand — And thou, my ſovereign's gift, 
Depending now an harmleſs ornament, 
Shalt from my thigh awake, and flame to pierce, — 
Yet wherefore ?—Adelaide, Roſmunda, King,. 


Chaos of warring motives, —which purſue 


Or which reje&t—how yield or how reſiſt !— 
I am unequal to the dreadful weight 
Of my own conſciouſneſs, and all too weak 


To meet or ſhun my doom. Forgive me then,. 


One only way remains. My Adelaide, 

If I deſert thee; but we ſoon ſhall meet 
Thou wilt not ſuffer long, and death alone 
Redeems me from this lot of guilt and ſhame. 


[Drawing bis ford. 
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As rorr ho and ADELA1DE. 


Adel. My wedded lord, my ever dear Aſtolpho; 
How much have I endur' d. [ He drops his favord. 
. Aflol. Nay what art thou, | 
Shrill as the widow'd bird, that home returniog 
Finds the neſt cold of all the nurſelings reft ? 

Adel. Why did I find thus, —thy weapon drawn, 
Pale as ſome wretch, whole ſacrilegious hand 
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348 | 
Hath ſain the lord's anointed ?-—Tis no matter,— 
Since I have found thee, I will only think 
Of love and pleaſure. —Yet laſt night! laſt night * 
Oh *twas a night of horror 10% 

Aol. Twas indeed, 
A night of tenfold horror, night accurſt ſ— 
Darkneſs o*erſhadow me !—Ye mountains, fall! 
I cannot bear to ſee this guiltleſs thing, 
"That comes to blaſt me in an angel's form 

Adel. Wilt thou not ſpeak to me ?—Thy faithful heart 
| Bounds it not in thy boſom, as *.yould forth 
To meet and mix with mine ?—AfMi&ed mourner, 
Pallid and chill from ranging in the gloom 
Of the dank night, uncertain of my fate: 
Perhaps accuſing. —Yet thou knowſt my truth. 
Aol How ſhall I ſpeak ?-—How call thee mine? Event 
Moſt ſtrange and lamentable. —What a change 
The hours of night and guilt !—Thou doſt not know 
Nor can my rongue explain. 

Adel. Muſing ] ſate, | 
And wiſl'd thee near, and told the weary moments, 
And each appear'd an hour. With ſudden burſt 
The door flew open; I with tranſport roſe 
Expecting thee, but, hateful ſubſtitute, 
hat hoary monk Ingulphus, with a band 
Of ſcowling ruſfians, while I ſtood aghaſt, 
Came round in ſilence. From his loins the prieſt 


Unloos'd the cord, whoſe mock humility 


£209 
Confin'd his hair- cloth, and my hands he bound; 
Then, leſt my cries ſhould ſummon aid, or wake 
Compaſſion, with my veil they clos'd my mouth, 
That ſcarcely life remain'd ; and in this Rate - 
They ſet me on a palfrey, whoſe ſwift pace 
Soon reach'd a convent. —Art thou faint my love? 
Still art thou fad and ſilent.— Knew I not 
Thy love and conſtancy, I ſhould ſuſpect 
This my return ſo ſudden were to thee 
 Unwelcome alſo. — Would thou wert at reſt, 
Watching and ſorrow have impair'd thine health. 
Aftol. Oh wretch, wretch, wretch! Would we were both 
at reſt Es [ afide. 
Within the tomb l. Be confident my love, 
This heart is all thy own. On with thy ſtory, | 
*Twill give ſome truce to my ſelf-warring thoughts, [afide. 
Adel. My guides conſign'd me to the holy abbeſs, 
- Siſter, it ſeems, of that falſe monk Ingulphus ; 
But how unlike her brother! My ſad plight 
And piteous tears ſo wrought within the heart 
Of that good pious woman, ſhe reſoly'd | 
To give me freedom; nor content with that, 
She added kind and monitory hints 
Of danger from the queen in Pavia's court. 
Then with fleet palfreys and a faithful guide 
She furniſh'd me; and, as a ſure protection 
From eyes or touch licentious, ſhe array d me 
In the ſad veſtments of an hallow'd ſiſter.— 


5 

All- bounteous heav'n! And do I claſp my lord, 
My huſband, my Afﬀtolpho ? | 

Aſtol. Looſe thine hold, — 
Thy touch is poiſon Thoſe ſoft ſnowy WER 
I feel, I feel, them thrill, —they tear my fleſh — 
They burn my vitals—vibrate thro' my frame 
Inſufferable.—Wilt thou hang about me 
I would not hurt thee.— Off then, break thoſe claſps, 
Or thou ſhalt ſee me bleed—and bleed thyſelf. 

Adel. Now heav'n have mercy !—Sorrow for the paſt 
And tranſport at the preſent ſo with joint 
Yet adverſe tumult have poſſeſt his thoughts, 
Reaſon unequal to the ſudden ſhock, 
Aſtounded falls. —Look up, my love, my huſband. 


Aol. Thy love !—Thy huſband ! Execrable ſounds l — 


No love, no huſband, for tis man that loves 
And man is huſband !—1 am not a man ;— | 
But ſome ſtrange fiend, ſome moſt portentous monſter ! — 
My name is traitor, villain is my name! 
Love !—Huſband !—Fie, oh fie !-—Wilt thou hang on me? 
' Nay break, nay break, thoſe claſps. I know thee not, 
For thou art goodneſs, thou art .. 

Off, off !— 

Adel. Oh gracious heav'n, look down, with pity, 

On my poor love, recall his wand'ring thoughts, 
Diſpell the gloomy clouds: that have o'erſhadow'd | 

The nobleſt, gentleſt, mind. —Here reſt thy head. 


„„ 38¹ 

ol. Oh Adelaide ! | 

Adel. All gracious heay'n be bleſt! 
He ſeems more calm. | 

Aflol. Oh pardon, Adelaide.— 
Behold me proſtrate; groveling at thy feet 
To ſue for peace and pardon. + * « 

Adel. Wherefore kneel ? 
What peace? What pardon ?—— Thou wert ever true, 
Kind; gentle, honourable.— Be thyfelf— 
Recall thy hurried thoughts, and fpeak the words 
Of comfort to my ſoul. | 

Aftol. What comfort Adelaide? 
It bides not in my ſoul, and from my tongue 
Such words may never flow. Thou muſt from hence. 
I am not worthy ev'n to breathe this air, | 
Which thy chaſte lips inhale, left thou ſhouldſt drink 
Pollution from my fins ; I am not worthy 
To tread on the ſame earth, left it refuſe 
To bear my weight and gaping wide devour 
The ſpotleſs with the guilty.—0O my Adelaide.— 
Still this miſtaken tongue would call thee mine. 
It were not good for us,—it were not ſafe, 
That thou ſhouldſt here remain. 

Adel. I know it well, — 
"Twas what I. meant to urge. I know the queen, 
Sole author of my exile, will not tamely 
Brook my return. Each moment is a ſnare. 
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Aftol. Why ſleeps thy lightning, heaven, while this curſt head 
Invites its flaſh : — Oh would I were diſſolv'd 
To my firſt elements, and ſcatter'd wide 
In duſt before the wind! | 

Adel. We muſt from hence, — 
I have a kinſman at Ravenna's court, 
Where brave Longinus, with the name of Exarch, 
Supreme dominion holds. | | 
Aol. We muſt from hence,— 
Fly hence.—Fly far away,—in queſt of peace, 
And refuge from the curſes, that beſiege 
This fev'riſh vile exiſtence. 

Adel. Still his anſwers, 
Are wild and incoherent, and his eyes 
Low'r with ungentle fire. | [afide. 

Aftel. O Adelaide, | | 
Hear me.—There is a journey, and a long one, 
Which we muſt undertake. — | 

Adel. When thou art near 

No perils daunt my ſoul. But in thy words 
And downcaft looks there dwells, I'know not what, 
Unſtay'd and fierce, unlike thy former mood 
And winning graciouſneſs that mark'd thee out 
The darling of mankind.—Why chang'd to me ? 
If I have anger'd thee by word or act 
My tears ſhall pay th' atonement. 

Alto. Keep thy tears — 
Alas, they will be needed !—As thou ſayſt, 


"Bu 


Ingul. 
It ĩs moſt 


1 a 353 | 
I am transform'd indeed; but from what cauſe 
I cannot ſpeak, nor is it meet thou know. 
Yet, thou wilt know too ſoon. 
Adel. What myſtery | 
Lurks in thy words? Have the few hong hours, 
Since late we parted, been ſo prodigal 
Of teeming miſchief ? Or the buſy fiends 
So provident of fin ? 
Aol. Oh, pity me! 
I am the verieſt wretch, the blackeſt thing,— 
Yet, ſpotleſs as thou art, thou haſt a ſhare. 
I ſee thee ſtruck with wonder; but if pity * 
Dwells in thy boſom, importune me not. 
O ſpare my tortur'd ſoul! —Yes, we will fly, 
Be ſure of that; and I am buſied now 
In earneſt preparation.—-I conjure thee, - 
By the chaſte name, and bitter memory, 
Of our paſt loves. 


9s CEN in 


+2 


and Bovinvs. 


Ingul. Now, by mine holy order, 
It is moſt ſtrange. I left her in the convent 


Er, to them, Roxunva, attended by Inouienus * 
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In watch and ward, and well immur -' & atoutd, 
I ſee the fiend moſt palpable. 5 
| Roſ. Bold minion, | Cre Adelaide. 
Doſt thou preſume to mock thy ſovereign's will ? | 
But be it on thy head. 
Adel. Oh give me death! 
Life is a weary load. | 
Rof. Of that poor trifle, 
Thy baſe exiſtence, we'll diſpoſe at leiſure, 
As beſt may ſuit occaſion.— Bear her hence, 
Ingulphus and Bovinus, to my chamber. 
I ö what thou wouldſt urge, - but ope thy lips, 
[to Aſtolpho. 


Or more a band, to thwart my ſettled purpoſe, | | 
[draws à dagger. 
And thou ſhalt ſee this infant toy, this Adelaide, 
Fall breathleſs at thy feet. What, lifeleſs all? 
Will ye not bear her hence? 0 | 
Adel. Wilt thou not ſpeak ? Not e' en a laſt farewell? 
Mol. No, my foul breath wou'd with pollution taint 
Ev'n innocence like thine. 
Rof. One ſentence more, 
And Adelaide expires. 80, bear her . 


Axoid the preſence. 
[ Excunt Logulphus and Bovinus <vith Adelaide. 
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s C EN E Iv. 
RosMunda and A$sToOLeno. 


| Ref. Tell me now, Aſtolpho, 
How beats thy heart for our great enterpriſe ?--- 
Heave not thy breaſt with ſighs, for tis in-vain. | 
Mol. Moſt cruel woman, wilt thou not relent? [4tceling. 
I claſp thy knees.--Behold my ſtreaming tears. 
Oh let me fly with Adelaide, thy ſecret 
Shall reſt ſecurely here. e et 


EKeſ. For Adelaide, 8 a 
A worthleſs thing below my care, whoſe mind 
Is on the ftretch of anguiſh and exertion, 

I ſhould not hold her, were ſhe not the key 

And engine, which can wind and ſet _ ſoul 
Obedient to my with. 

Aol. Our lives to come 

Would be embitter'd fo with recolleQion 
Of things moſt horrible, they were a boon 
Not worth acceptance. Ves, my Adelaide, 
Yes, we will go together. 

Rof. Rather live. 

Thou knowſt not yet the treaſar'd years of love 

| Reſery'd for thee and Adelaide. Sole beam 
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358 _ 
| That viſits my dark ſoul, is hope of vengeance : 
Aid my great purpoſe ; let the tyrant's blood 
But flake my thirſt, this univerſal globe 
Has nothing more to give, and I retire 
In death, or in a convent ; but an option 
Between them is not worth a-moment's thought. 
Suffice it, I ſhall leave thee unconfin'd, 
As ambient air, to love and Adelaide. 

Aol. Ev'n love and Adelaide were TR too dear 
With ſuch gigantic a 
Re. As for the ſin 

Be it upon my head; the deed is mine: 
Both now and ever thou ſhalt ſtand abſoly'd. 
Let vengeance but forerun my doom, whate'er, - 
And I will welcome it. —Nay, look not down.— 
| Say, art thou ruP'd, or wilt thou diſobey ? 
If on the latter thou art bent, behold — 


This, from thine arms, divorces Adelaide. [ fbewe a ponyard 


Afto!l. Command thy taſk of infamy, of horror; 
For thou haſt ſearch'd my inmoſt heart, and found 
Its ſecret avenues and ſanctuaries. 

R/ No matter thou muſt on.—I have acquir'd 
Dominion o'er thy fate, I know my power. 

Aftol. J cannot raiſe my hand againſt —_— 

So kind and bounteous. | 

' Ref. Speak of him again, 2 
And Adelaide, n redemption dies. 
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All. Let me not think, but hurt me down th abyſs; 
That deeds may thoughts outrun, and leare n no room 
For reaſon or repentance. at 
Rof. Tis enough. 
Repair to Conrade, and his bold aſlciates; 
They are already lefſon*d'in the functions 
For each allotted. Midnight is the time. 
With ſtedfaſt ken the weſtern turret mark, 
From thence a ſignal ſhall announce the moment 
When all things are prepar'd. Meet me again, 
Having conferr'd with Conrade, at the banquet.— 
His chamber, ſcene of violation paſt, A185 
Shall be the place. — But hark, redaubled ſounds 
Of haſty ſteps are echoed thro? the vaults 
Of yon nm Remember midnight. 
[Exeunt ſeverally. 
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Ne enter Incvrruus and Berns "Wei the bottom of the 
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Ingul. Moſt true, Bovinus; —were Albinus ſlain, 
Tho! verging as we are, to the dark night 

Of our diſaſt'rous being, we might count 

Some bright auſpicious hours. Our queen would fill 
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The vacant throne,—Her native dignity, 
Her long endurance, thouſand gracious acts 
To ſorrow's num'rous family, and chief, 
Her bounty to the ſoldier, mix'd with words 
That charm reſiſtleſs, win the gen'ral heart. 
Bovin. It well migbt be, with brave Aſtolpho's aid. 
Depri vd of chat, far diff rent. Fligbt and exile, 
But offer to deſpondiog fancy's ken, 
Conſuming want, or ſervile baſe exiſtence 
On ſww precarious bounty. 
Ingul. Juſt thy fear — 
I know him well. —He wholly will deſert, 
Or half perform, the taſk, and leave our queen, 
And us who join our humble deſtinies 
With her imperial fates, and on her trunk, 
Take root, and grow, and flouriſh with her growth, 
Or periſh with her downfall, to receive 
The wages of our purpos'd guilt ; or pine 
The martyrs of a fearful conſciouſneſs ; 
2 While he, contented with his Adelaide, 
Flies from the court of Pavia. 
Bovin. Why not then 
Remove the fatal bar, thus interpoß'd, 
Between Aſtolpho, and the noble fortune 
That courts his hand ; between our royal miſtreſs 
And that ſupport which ſeats her on the throne ? 
Ingul. Not many paces hence, and in our power 
This baneful thing.— 


Bovin. 1 know what thou wouldſt add, 
Thy daſtard tongue deſerts thy lab'ring breaſt.— 
Is it not ſtrange, while unſuſpected death 
May lurk in every aliment of man, 

Solid or liquid, that ſuch multitudes, 
With being importune, ſhall burthen earth ?— 
Why ſhould this minion live? | 

Ingul. My tongue is flow, 

Yet ſhalt thou ſee my hands outrun thy wiſh, 
I have a compound of moſt ſovereign farce, 
To ſep'rate ſpirits from the fleſhly cage. 
Fearful of changes in this fey'riſh ſtate, d 
And mark'd for firm allegiance to my queen, 
I bear it till about me, a protection 

From public ſhame and agonizing death. 

Bovin. O precious draught !---'twill give our queen to reign. 

No more this bauble ſhall miſlead Aſtolpho. 

Speech is ſuperfluous.——Let Roſmunda feel 

Our zeal and diligence, and praiſe th' effect, 

Rather than hear, ip lopg detail, the means | ; 
That darkly work for an exalted aim. 
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ACT v. 8CENE 1. 


Wight ; a thick grove of poplars, ſuppoſed to be at ſame 
ſmall diftance from the Palace. 


ASTOLPHO, ſolus. A 
+ 18 now the fatal hour, — and this the place. Tt 
Deep filence all. — Have I outſtay'd the time ? I n 
Or ſleep the traitor band? Will ye not forth ? Th 
Hark, the owl calls you, ye fell dogs of war, | = = Woo 
To ſeize the mighty lion in his lare. | | Thi 
O bleſſed pauſe !—by pitying heav'n indulg'd, 2 Sto 
To ſnatch my ſoul from guilt.— A whiſp'ring angel, | Star 
Pleads in my boſom. —** Thou moſt wretched man, All! 
« Wilt thou in preſence of thy maker ſtand, | By 
% And plan delib'rate murder? Oh, my foul, A br 
Timely from the dark precipice recoil. — „ Say, 
It may not be, for how can I devote F/ 
Oh, every way undone ! my Adelaide? . Speal 
Oh Adelaide, lov'd name, thou art a ſpell, In m. 
With pow'r reſiſtleſs binding !—Riſe, ye ſiends, | | p # 
And fill my heart ;— behold, my ſword is drawn. Af 
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a e Nn 
As rorrno and FtxALDvus. 


Feral. Why art thou here with night and ſolitude, 
And thy fad thoughts converſing ? And the ſword 
Gleams in thy hand. Say, what ſtrange tumult ſhakes 
Thy lab'ring boſom ? *Midfſ the feſtal throng, 

I mark'd thy changing hue,—thy throbbing breaſt ; 
Then on Albinus, while the mirthful train | 
Circled the board, with ſadnefs moſt intent, 
Thine eyes were faſten'd, and the burſting tears 
Stood ready.—As with ſudden frenzy ſtung, 
Starting you roſe, and hurried thro? the hall. — 
All is not well. —TI have purſued your ſteps, 

By friendſhip urg*d.—Speak, 1 may juſtly . 

A brother's portion in thy ſecret cares. | 
Say, does thine Adelaide— 

Mol. Oh, ſilence, filence !— | 
Speak not of Adelaide—or I ſhall flame 0. 
In moſt pernicious rage.— | ö 

Feral. Perhaps the queen— | 

ol. Thou haſt ſaid true the queen 24 Adelaide. 
I pray thee leave me.---Thou muſt wonder much, a 
To think the queen and Adelaide combine. . 
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They are the cauſe.--I have undone myſelf, — 
Thou wilt betray me. Can it be a 
Oh no, no, no! or | 

Feral Why---what ſhould n ? 
Thy wild disjointed words would ſeem to point 
At ſome dread meaning, but to me convey 
No certain import. Well I know the queen 
Unfriendly to your nuptials, but Albinug 
Will mediate peace. 

Hol. He mediate peace | For whom? 
Lie there, thou inſtrument of bloody treaſon.— 
| [He throws down bis ford. 

Accurſed arm! and wretched, wretched thing, 

Outcaſt of men! Oh who ſhall mediate peace 
For him, encircled by the gleaming ring ; vs: 
Of murd'rous points, all aim'd !--Short, ſhort the ſpace ! 
Hark, hark, the poſtern opes,-the hinges creak 
The fun'ral knell of parting royalty | 

Feral. Aſtolpho, I conjure thee by the paw's 
That from yon ſtarry concave hears our words, 
And views thy ſtrange diſorder, truly ſpeak. 
I know thy ſpirit teems with dreadful things ; 
Though what, I cannot fathom, | 

Aftol. Wretch accurſt 1— 
Oh ſpare me, ſpare me l Do not probe my heart 
I cannot ſpeak.— My Adelaide, my wife, 
Is hoſtage for my ſilence ! Canſt thou reſcue 
The trembling dove, when the fell hawk has poune d her? 
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Oh leave me, I befeech thee, tis too late, 
| That fatal key has open'd wide 6 door 
Leading to my perdition. 

Feral. No, my friend, 
I may not truſt thee with, ſuch wild companions, 
Thine own diſtemper'd . thou not ſpeak ? 
Ob turn not from me thus. | 

Mol. Oh bloody deed !—- 
Behold,. behold, they are about it now! 
| Feraldus, toward the palace caſt thine eyes, 
And view that ſight of horror, 


[ Here a light appears from the Palace, ſuppoſed to be a torch 

waved from ons of the turrets, as a ſignal to the Conſpi- 
| rators that the banquet was Query . 
bis chamber. 


Feral. I behold Le es ” 
A torch bright ſhining from the weſtern tow'r, 
| That riſes o'er the poſtern. Tis a ſignal.” 
Aol. A ſignal 1. Tis a ſtygian lamp, that guides 
The demons to their victim. Now begins 
The cruel tragedy. Now, fly Feraldus, 
And fave thy monarch's liſe.— 
Feral. Take up thy ſword, 
And j join my ſteps.—If treaſon is abroad,-—- 32 
Why ſtare thus wildly ? Rouſe thee, good Ae, 
From this ſtrange ecſtacy. 
Aol. Heardſt thou not ſcreams.--- 
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Hark to the claſh of ſwords !---no, *tis illuſion.— 


| Yon flame is circled by a bloody halo. 
Run—fly my friend. — Albious—Adelaide— 


May I not both preſerve? Come, let me graſp thee. 


[Taking up his ſeoord. 


I will not <ol> thee, as at firſt I purpos'd. | 
This arm may reſcue Adelaide, and ſpare 
My ſoul the guilt of treaſon. —Haſte Feraldus. 


SCENE III. 


An Apartment in the Palace. 
Rosmunbu, alone. 


Shade of my father, to the banquet haſte ! 
For thee prepar'd, and by thy daughter's hand. 
Yet, o fell monſter, wilt thou ſcorn the voice 
Of ſoft humanity ?—Did he relent ? 

Did fierce Albinus melt, when my poor fire 
Fell breathleſs at his feet? Witneſs ye fiends, 
Lur'd by the ſcent of blood, attendant ever 
On his deſtructive ſword. —I pledg'd you all, 
Amidſt the revels of that night accurſt, 

In the deteſted chalice. —Hark the ſounds 

Of haſty feet, and the low dreadful murmurs 


[Exeunt, 
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Of tongues that whiſper death. Approach Aſtolpho, 
And let thy friends with confidence approach, 
For on their pointed ſwords they bring revenge. 


t? 


SCENE uv. 


Enter, to her, Coxrape with ConsrinaToRs. 


Con. Fortune befriends us;—we have paſt unqueſtion'd. 


The moments fly; they urge us to diſpatch. 
| © Ref. Albinus hath prolong'd unwonted revel. 
He ſwam in mirth and pleaſure. Scarce the cock 
Could warn him to his chamber. With regret 
He left the train of mirth, and blitheſome carrol, 
That flow'd ſpontaneous ; and on me he hung 
With fondneſs infantine.—But have ye ſeen, 
Your brave compeer, Aſtolpho ?—He alone | 
Of all your band is wantiog. | 
Con. Curſes on him.— | 
Oh that this arm could find him. —I foretold 
That thus twould hap. His treachery or fear 
Betrays us to the tyrant, —if we linger. — ; 
Our ſafety lies in vig'rous promptitude. 

Rof. Diſpoſe yourſelves around the adjoining — 3 
It leads, ſole outlet, to the vaulted paſſage 
And poſtern gate ;—Albinus ſoon will come. 
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Let ſome remain to guard the important paſs 3 
Some, in due time, obedient to my call, Was 
Ruſh forth at once, and raiſe, for me and juſtice, 
Their puiſſant arms.— Should he attempt to fly, 
Tour friends receive him: from the roof within 
A lamp depends, which, having mark'd their prey, 
Let them extinguiſh 3 it would only aid 
Eſcape from their keen ſwords, or glare detection, 
Should ſuccours intervene.— Might I become | 
All ear, and ſhoot my ſpirit thro” the gloom, 
To drink the glorious ſounds of chaſtiſement 
But hark, —Albinus comes.—Retire my friends. 

| | [Exeunt Conrade and Conſpirators. 


HE 68, A bs Whew 
: e Is and Alnus. 


Alb. The waning moon hath ris'n, the "_ grows old, 
Haſte to my chamber. 
Nef Night is young enough 
For what I purpoſe.— Thou no more ſhalt ſee me 
The joyleſs object of licentious will, 
Deck'd like a victim for the ſacrifice 
Of brutal appetite, —Oh ſpare my eyes. 


Bee 
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Hence to the banquet.— Hark, the minſtrels call! 
Go take thy goblet, for the mantling wine a 
Invites thee. —Mark,—it is my father's ſkull. | 
Albin. Oh thou moſt changeful of thy changeful nz 
Where are the ſmiles that dimpled on thy Cheek, 
And ſoothing words, and winning blandiſhments, 
That deck'd thee round, like wreaths of vernal flow'rs, 
And melted down my ſoul in floods of joy? 
Defiance now, and ſtern vindictive pride, 
Glare in thy ſiery eyes. On thy pale cheek 
Sits haggard rage, and on thy quiv'ring lip, 
Ready for utt'rance, dwell the venom'd aſs. 
Of inſult and reproachts. | | 
lar Ae gr ave = 
 Ha!—what means | 
This warlike meſſenger, Whoſe brazen voice 
Invades the hour of ſilence and repoſe ? 
This is thy work, —oh moſt pernicious woman ! 
I feel—I am betray'd. 
Rof. No more the tims, 
Diſimulation needs.—No mote my ſoul, 
Diſhonour'd like this body, wears a maſk ; 
It caſts the hated weeds 3 At ſhines renew'd, | 
A ſerpent wing'd, to fting thee to the heart. 
A woman's hand may reach thee, haughty chief, | 
Pamper'd with blood, and ſwoln with pow'r and pride. 
Alb. My ſword, in ſlaughter vers'd, hath never yet 
Been ſtain'd with woman's blood, or thou ſhouldft feel. 


_- 
Dar'ſt thou to menace ?—But in darkling hint 
Why veil thy purpoſe ? 
Rof. Deeds ſhall ſoon explain 
The purport of my words. Come "Br my EY 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Coxsrix Aarons and ſurround AL RI us. 


Roſ. Remember now the goblet,—now for vengeance |— 
Shade of my murder'd fire, receive thy victim. | 
[They fall on Aliens. 
43. Villains, traitors'!—Come forth my truſty ſword, — 
What magic force confines thee to thy manſion ? 
Roſ. He is unarm'd,— repeat the blow, ſtrike home 
For me, for juſtice, and for Valomir. 
Alb. Give me a ſword, and ſet me on the plain, 
Where battle free may range ; tenfold your force 
Should ſink before me. | 


[Confpirators within. 


Oh purſue him, — ſtrike him down, | | 
Let him not gain the cloifters, [claſhing of ſwords, 
[Trumpet ſounds again, nearer. 


Excunt Albinus and Conſpirators. 


Ent 
My con 
Unjuſtly 
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= [ within. | 


Con. I am lain. 

Accurſed fate — . 

Roſ. Deſpair ! deſpair | deſpair ! 

It was bold Conrade's voice,—and he hath fall'n,. 
My champion, my ſole hope, ſince falſe Aſtolpho 
Deſerts my cauſe. Oh ſhould the tyrant ſcape, — 
On earth I'll fit and meet my doom. Tis ftrange, — 
I gave him to their hands a certain prey, 

Reft of defence ; not all the ſtrength of man 
Could draw his falchion forth. ge ſtill my heart, 
Thou mayſt not leave thy cell to fly abroad b 
What ſudden burſt ?— 
Is it my tyrant or deliveter ? | | 


In queſt of deftiny. 


Ha, - they approach,--- 
Well thought on, faithful friend, no outrage, now, | 
: [ draws a dagger. — 
Can touch Roſmunda.—Hiſt,---'twas the howling wind 
Thro' the dark cells and vaulted paſſages. 


Oh agonizing fear. 


S Ä vl 


Enter, to her, As rol ho, hir ſword dratun and bloody. 7 


My conqueror, my deliverer, — welcome, welcome 
Unjuſtly I accus'd thee of deſertion. 


| * AF 
The tyrant is laid low, eternal bleſſings 
On thy victorious head. —How beautiful 
Doft thou appear, thy valour blazon'd thus 
In characters of blood, —the tyrant”s blood. 
Aol. Thy praiſes are reproaches.— diſclaim them, 

The plume of war, is trampled i in the duſt, 

The ſoldier's boaſt and pattern, but my foul 

Was ſpar'd ſuch deadly guilt.— Loo late I came, 
Or this devoted boſom, interpos'd, | 
Had for my ſov'reign bled. —By Conrade's hand 
He died ;—the traitor ſpurn'd him as he lay | 
Not long to triumph, for my falchion reach'd 
The ſcowling caitiff, and he bit the duſt. 
The brave Feraldus with a loyal band, | 
Purſues his guilty comrades. | 

Ref. Tis enough, — 

No matter, by what hand, < nce he is flaio, 

The murderer of my father. —Blood for blood. — 
Earth has no more to give, nor I to hope 
So farewell to his ſhade, and to my wrongs. 

Aol. Where is my Adelaide — O bring her forth, 
Sole tie that binds me to this vile exiſtence. | 
Rof. Ves, take thy bride, —tho', yielding up thy love, 

I muſt forego thine aid, my only hope 

& cure protection in the preſent ſtreight ; 

Yet take thine Adelaide and go in peace. 


[ She goes to the fide of the flage and calls. | 


C 
N 


8 
Come forth Bovinus.— To her rtads arms 
' Reſtore thy beauteous charge. 


„„ % 


nes enters, leading in ADELAIDE. 


Bovin. Behold her here,— 
Yet ſhalt not thou poor queen, deſerted, * | [aſides 
Nor thy two faithful creatures, to the rage | | 


Of proud Albinus? minions, ſtand expoſed. [ exits 


Aſol. Oh take me to thine heart, my Adelaide. 
Fly from this place. Horror, ſits on the roof, 
With harpy face and talons ; from her Jaws 
Redundant gore, empurpling all the walls, 
O'erflows the pavement — Hark the ſkrieks of pain, 
And groans of death at ev'ry ſtep I tread, 


Oer breathleſs bodies ſtumbling as | go, 


I ſpura the mangled limbs and gory viſage.—- 


Treaſon and vengeance, with their cruel train, 


And vain remorſe, and ev'ry hateful fiend, 
Bide here, — nor ev'n thy purity can ſcape. 
Adel. Dear to my arms, dearer if poſſible 


For ſeparation, why this hurried tone 


Of falt'ring horror ?—Thou art deadly pale, 
Thy fiery eyes are ſunk within their orbs. — 
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Where haſt thou been? What haſt thou done Aſtolpho ? 
Why, this is blood! —Oh gracious heav'n, look down, 
And pity me moſt wretched ! —What new woes ?— | 


Thy hands are crimſon'd, —all thy face and garments 
Stain'd horrid, and thy footſteps mark'd in gore. 
Aol. The monarch and the rebel mix'd, in death, 
Their hoftile blood, and it hath ſtain d me thus. — 
Speak not.— This houſe is the retreat of fiends 


And mortals their fad thralls.— Fly while thou mayſt. 


Adel. Yes, if my fears will let me.—But my knees 
Tremble beneath my weight,—around my heart 

A ftrange oppreſſion dwells. —I will, in all . 

Submiſſive to thy wiſh, confine my lips, 

And thought, and working fancy.—if my pow'r 

Can thought excurſive rein. — I'll not ev'n aſk, 

| Why bloody thus, with pale and haggard look. — 


Roſ. Thou haſt thy huſband, and thy life is ſpar'd ; 


Be ſatisfied with that, and get thee hence. 


Adel. Come then, Aſtolpho, let us leave this he — 


And try, if we can reach ſome calm abode, 

Where happineſs reſides ; if here on earth 

She may be found, —or only lives in ſong, 

And viſionary fiction, fram'd by bards, 

Deluſive. But I may not doubt; with thee, 
Aſtolpho, is her ſeat. —Ah me,—my heart 

Is ſick to death. The forms of things recede.— 
With floating colours ting'd.— Earth, earth, diſſolves 


In ſubtle air, and, unſupported, leaves me. 
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Mol. The hand of death is on her,—heay'n reſumes 
The precious boon, of which I was unworthy. 

Adel. A black abyſs receives me.—My Aſtolpho — 
Where art thou? I can hear thy voice, it ſounds 
Not diſtant, but no more I ſee thy face, — 
Give me thy hand,—that I, in death, may preſs 
And ftrain it to an heart, that ſoon will ceaſe 
To beat, —and print my clay cold kiſſes on it.— 
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Oh fave me, hold me, — thouſand ugly forms | 

Would tear thee from me.—-O farewell. [ dies. 
Aol. Gone, | gone, 

Oh what am I become,—burſt, burſt, ye clouds 

And whelm me in a deluge ! Curſed woman, 

In all deſtructive ; theſe are thy fell arts, 

To draw me to thy ſnares. —Thy hated life, „ 

Oh moſt pernicious, ſhall atone. [drawing his ſword. 

|  Rof. Strike then, — | | 

And free my ſoul from its deteſted priſon. 
Aftol. I cannot ſtrike thee,—tho? thou haſt deſerv d 

Death at my hand, for thou haſt kill*d my ſoul, — 

No,—be thy crimes thy puniſhment.—Be curſt, 

As thou haſt made Aſtolpho, drawn, by thee, 

From the contented peaceful happy ſtate _ 

Ev'n ſaints might envy. . {drops his ſword, 
Rof. Black, indeed, my crimes, — 558 

But add not to the catalogue the fate 


Of this unfortunate. I am a woman 


Wrong' d, fierce, vindictive, — but I do not war 
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With love and innocence.— No, heav'a be witneſs, 


If I may uſe, without impiety, | 
That ſacred name,—I know not whence, or how, 
This mortal ſtroke hath reach'd thee. 


FE 


Enter, to them, IncuLenvs. 


Ingul. A furious crowd beſet the palace gates, 
Demanding vengeance for Albinus ſlain, — 
Alas for mercy - The grim form of death 
Glares full before me. 

Rof. View that lifeleſs corle, 

Thus beautiful in death, —'twas Adelaide.— 


'  Albinus too, that royal gallant ſoldier, — 


He is no more,—and I, who ſpeak this moment, 
To chide thy fears, — the next ſhall fink for ever 
Silent and pale—and fearſt thou for thyſelf? 

An inſe& crawling from the moulder'd vaults 

Of ſome dank cloiſter ?!=Oh, for ſhame, for ſhame ! 
Thy wretched ſand of life hath yet to run 

But ſome few hours, and fearſt thou for that remnant 


- Of poor deſpis'd exiſtence ? 
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Enter, to them, FERALDUS with guard. and Bovixus priſoner. 
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Feral. Mighty chief, | 
Invincible in fight, how art thou fall'n, 
| By boſom ſerpents ſtung !—Arreſt that monk. 
| [guards ſeize Ingulphus. 
Hence to the dungeon with him,—there, in chains, i | 
To join the hoary colleague of his guilt, | | 
'Till, by the doom of law, a ſhameful death _ i 
Shall, on the ſcaffold, expiate their crimes. "i 
5 | [they are led away to priſon. © | | 
Rouſe, good Aſtolpho, and prepare thyſelf > 5 | 
To meet thy fortunes. — Know with voice conjoin'd, | 
Thy virtues and thy inborn nobleneſs 
Demand the ſecond place, the ſoldiers call me 
To fill the vacant throne. 

Mol. Look there. look there, — 
That corſe, all eloquent, ſhall anſwer for me 
A firm denial, — for the hand of death, 
That reft my only bleſſing, hath ordain'd 
Divorce from earthly things, —To me the world 
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Nor change of fortune can unfold, nor ſhow | 
Diff rence of things, but unadult'rate ill. 
Nor city's wall, nor ſmiling haunt of men, 
Nor hallow'd temple, ſhall my curſed head 
From this fell moment ſhelter.— Dens of beaſts, 
Delv d in the mountain's fide, ſhall be my home: — 
Accurſt be thy revenge ! Accurſt thy ſex, [0 Roſmunda, 
Since Adelaide is gone . 8 8 [ Exit. 

Feral. For thee, tho' chief in guilt, moſt wretched woman, 
| li Roſmunda, 
Thy charms and royal lineage, both adorn'd | 
With female virtues, ere this fatal hour ; 
Offended juſtice ſtop, in mid career, = 
And bid thee live. —Depart the Lombard ſtate, 
While yet our pow'r, from popular aſſault, 
Aſſures thy forfeit life; and with thee bear 
Ihe mem'ry and example of thy crimes. 

Rof. Thou meanſt a kindneſs. —1 diſdain the boon, 
Why do thy miniſters of wrath delay ? | 
On to the ſcaffold. —l1 ſhall deem that ſtation 
A prouder exaltation than a throne. EX 

Feral. No, live. And if exiſtence be a curſe, 
but if a good, 

*Tis to thy beauty and thy ſorrows giv'n, 


Endure it for thy crimes, 


Which ever to the ſoldier's feeling heart 

Plead with reſiſtleſs organs. —Parly not. 

We muſt be buſted in funereal rites | 

And mournful honours, for our parted hero. [Exeunt omnes. 
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| EPISTLE TO A FRIEND, 


WITH A COPY OF 


OFFA AND ETHELBERT; 
OR, TRE 


SAXON PRINCES, 


TRAGEDY. 


Tibi nunc hortante camzn3 
Excutienda danius præcordia, quantaque noſtræ 
Pars tua ſit Cornute, animæ, tibi dulcis amice | 
Oſtendiſſe juvat. ; Penarus. 


TH” excurſive muſe, that various walks hath try'd, 
Now firſt eſſays to march in buſkin'd pride. 
To thee, my friend, whoſe partial eyes alone, 
Adorn my works, with merit not their own, 
This trifle goes ;—no trifle, could it ſpeak, 
Where language fails me and all words are weak, 
The love I bear thee in my ſecret mind, | 
A loye, beyond the love of womankind, 
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Unchang'd by fortune, unallay'd by time, 


Thro? ſpace united, warm as in our prime. 


Pair'd from th* almighty's hand our. ſpirits came, 
Inſtinct with portions of a kindred flame. | 
From earlieſt being, they were join'd in love, 

Ere yet for fleſh they left the abodes above; 
At our firſt meeting, each the other knew, 
And, mind to mind, with ſiery inſtin flew. 
And, from that moment, in themſelves retire, 
At friendſhip's fane, to feed the veſtal fire. 
Nor light caprices, an unhallow'd train ; 

Nor hateful jealouſies the rites profane. 


Moſt friendſhips, like our bodies, riſe to day | | 
Fraught with the principles of their decay; | | 
We feed, with vital air and daily food, | | | g 
Th' eſſential poiſon, that our frames include, : 
And friendſhips, ſo miſcall'd, of vulgar life, 1 
But hoard materials for the future ſtrife, d 
The confidences, leading to diſtruſt, 

And ſervices, that make upbraidings juſt. | | * 
Not ſuch our friendſhip; all the worth is thine, T 
To feel and venerate that worth, be mine. | | T 
From baſe purſuits thy life was ever clear ; N. 
No guilty ſecrets, for a conſcious ear, - wh 
Nor vicious aims that needed baſe allies,] _ 2: i 
Nor mental ſores, that ſhunn'd diſcerning eyes. ; | No 


Still, in thy ſoul, with rev'rent awe I trace, 


Sublime ſimplicity's majeſtic grace, 
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The path of being, fearleſs, thou haſt trod, 

Open to man, as to thyſelf and god. 

With ev'ry virtue, chiefly truth, adorn'd, | 
Thine honeſt pride has affeQation ſcorn d; 5 
Rich and contented in the mental ſtore, 
Ne'er ſought to make it better ſeem, or more z 
For gaudy days, while others prank d them forth, 
With borrow'd wiſdom, and affected worth, 
And forward ignorance, with vain parade, 

And pedlar's art, her little wares diſplay'd ; 
And ſought, nor ſought without ſucceſs, to paſs 
Her gilded counters, and her colour'd glaſs, 

For ſterling coin and jewels, on the fry . 

That cheaply praiſe, they know not what, nor why ; 
Thou ne'er waſt tempted, from thy ſtate to bend, 
Or midſt the crowd for dirty palms contend ; 
Thou didſt not ſwol'n with index learning fit, 
Nor thrid reviews, for pennyworths of wit. 


Something too much of this, in ſuppliant ſtate 
My Saxon Princes, at thy levee wait. 
To partial love, with critic candor join'd, 
The calm tribunal of thine equal mind, 
Not to th' uncertain ſuffrage of the town, 
Do they refer their title to the crown. - 
No pow'rs of fiction can my page diſplay ; 
No flights romantic lead the mind aſtray ;' 


382 


For truth hiſtoric has the canvas ftretch'd, 
Laid on the priming, and the figures ſketch'd ; 
The bound and limit of the muſe's ſkill, 

To ſhade and heighten, and each outline fill. 
Oh might her handling, with ſucceſsful art, 

| Bid the bold forms come forth, and reach the heart ! 
The conflict paint in Offa's ſtormy breaſt, | 
While various paſſions for the ſway conteſt ; 
And each, in turn, decided empire gains, 

And now the father, now the tyrant, reigns. 
What female virtue with Elfrida dwells, | 
How Anglia's king in youthful grace excels, 
Ev'n thus, in dark monaſtic legends live; 

A tale unvarniſh'd to the ſtage I give, 

And only boaſt, to model what I found, 

Add ſcene, and dialogue, and meaſur'd ſound. 


Oh might th” attempt ſome abler bard incite, 
To call our ancient records to the light —_ 
The darkeſt ages bright examples bear, 

And themes of power, to wake the virtuous tear; 
Now to the public loſt, as in the mine | | 
Unpoliſh'd gems, till genius bids them ſhine. 
Nor need we wonder, for the times refuſe 

Her wonted honours, to the tragic muſe. 

The ſprings of Hippocrene, that whilom roll'd 


Their fertilizing ſtreams o' er ſands of gold, 
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Now chill with blight and exhalation dank, 
Famine and ſcorn fit ſhiv'ring on the bank; 
To mark their courſe, all luckleſs as they winde, 
The harveſts wither, and the flocks are pin'd. 


% And knowing this,” exclaims thy friendly zeal, 


Ever awake, and anxious for my weal, 


* Why doſt thou loiter in th' unwholeſome clime, 


% Expos'd to all the maladies of rhyme ? 


The waſting atrophy thy purſe may find, 
*The palſey'd hopes, the fever of the mind, 
« The giddy frenzy, that abroad will fly 


«© On paper wings, to dare the public eye 


« As follies of the day, youth might excuſe 


| « Thy paſt excurſions with the truant muſe ; 


« But the ſtay'd gravity of riper age, 

« Diſclaims the wildneſs of poetic rage. 

&« Art thou not in the ſolid bands enrolPd, | 
« Of ſapient men, that barter words for gold? 


Learn then to baniſh wit, but often joke, 


« And fill thy head with Nokes, and Coke, and Croke. 
« With thy profeſſion let thy ſtudies ſort, 

Nor dream of ſtyle, beyond a Style's report. 

« And thrive,—or if my counſel comes too late, 

« And verſe and ſcribbling are confirm'd thy fate; 


Their cloſe intrigues as decent wenchers veil, 


« Thine idle dalliance with the muſe conceal, 
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1 To ſilence, gloom, and myſtery, confine, = 0 


« Each ſtealthy madrigal, each graceleſs line; 

With ſtudied gravity a credit claim, 

« For ſolemn ſcience, and each graver aim. 

« One half of mankind by grimace are caught; 

And wealth and place by looks and ſhrugs are bought. 
Such is the freight, when cunning dulaeſs boaſts 
Her proſp'rous venture to the golden coaſts ; 

4 Such commerce we with ſtupid negros hold, 

And barter flints and beads, for men and gold.” 


Thus friendſhip, plaintiff, would the muſe decry. 
Now hear the muſe, defendant, in reply.— 
* So circumſcrib'd our happineſs, tis right 
« To ſeize each harmleſs engine of delight. 
« The grove when woodbines, violets, paint the mead, 
« Shall we not ſmell them, as the path we tread ? 
« When cluſt”ring linnets in the hedge-row throng, 
« Shall we not ſtop, to liſten to their ſong ? 
« The keeneſt trav'ller, in his urgent haſte, 
On ſome fair proſpe& will a moment waſte, 
« And need 1 tell thee, that the muſe hath pow'r 


To glance a ſunbeam on the darkling hour ?— 


She, from the thorny bounds that hedge our way, 
« Sweet as the linnet, charms us with our lay. 

« When drear the path of life before us lies, 

« Her fairy viſions in perſpective riſe. 
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* And happy they, whoſe leiſure hours can find 
The cheap utienvied luxuries of mind.? 


Believe me, friend; J ſcorn to wafte my time, 
In ſcanning ſyllables, and tagging rhyme, 
When poetry no longer bears a price, 

The luſt of rhyming were a barren vice. 

I know, the ſocial tie refiftleſs claims 

My time, my thoughts, my ſtudies, and my aims. 
My graver moments, awful duties ſhare, 

A father's fondneſs, and a huſband's care. 
Poetic trifler, not a bard profeſt, | 
Phcebus with me, is but a cafual gueſt, 

No ſtationꝰd reſident, as when of old, 
Admetus' flocks he fed, and fll'd his fold; 
His viſits bring proſperity no mote, 

They thin the fold, and diffipate the ſtore. 

A foe to ceremony, I refuſe 

All viſits, from a coy faſtidious muſe ; 

She finds not entrance, if the comes not ſoon ; 
With free-will off *ring and unſtudied boon. 
Nor claſſic furniture my ſhelves diſplay, 
Nor gueſts my board, to bribe the muſe's ſtay. 
In order rang'd, the ſages of the law, 

My ſtudy fill, with magifterial awe ; 

In bulky corpulence they ſize the eye; 

And with the writers their productions vie; 
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While many a ſerjeant, many 2 learned lord, 
A lumbring pond rous band, no place for wits afford. 


Without ennui, 1 breakfaſt, ſup, and dine, 
With ſuch companions as my ſtars aſſign; 


Nor call with little Pope, my board to grace, 
Chiefs, out of war; and ſtateſmen, out of place; 
For chiefs and ſtateſmen boaſt no chere for me; 
J herd with equals, for I will be free,— 
Not, that I vaunt my dignity and eaſe, 
For me the things, and not the titles pleaſe ; | 
While Pope, in ſtrains of flattery to himſelf, 
Prates of his freedom, tho? the flave to pelf; |, 
Of eaſe and dignity, whoſe ſoul was wrung 
With jealouſy, with groveling envy ſtung. — 
Nor titled vanity, nor fops that rhyme, 
Spouters, or critics cheat me of my time; 
Nor baſe attendance at a great man's door, 
Nor praiſes laviſh'd on the ſplendid poor. 
: court not authors, witlings, and the throng, 
o brilliant, ev'ry day and all day long; 
Nor readings haunt, nor coterie of fools, 
Where ſage dictators vent theatric rules. — 
Adult'rate converſe, like adult*rate wine, 
My ſtomach turns; I hate the rage to ſhine, 
While vanity the rope with folly draws, 
And fancied genius tumbles for applauſe, 


My lazy mind, for peace and comfort runs, 


To plain good nature's unaſſuming ſons, 
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To bland affection ſmiling on the cheek, 
To kindly looks, that more than volumes ſpeak, 
And artleſs ſpirits, that, with candor, dare 6 
To ſpeak, and look, and be the things they are. 
I fly to mirth, from affectation free, 
From ſnip-ſnap pert, and ſickening repartee. 
In converſe, not of wit but kindneſs fall, 
Without a bluſh, I venture to be dull; 
Nor ſeek to dazzle, with a vain parade Y 
Of wit, nor make ſociety a trade 
And when my deſk receives th imperfect ftrains, 
Safe, under lock and key, the bard remains. 
The muſe but fills a corner in my breaſt, 
With public duty, private care pofleſt. 
The relaxation, not the employ of life, 
A willing miſtreſs, not a wedded wife. 
Few could ſuppoſe, how ſmall a part of time 
Produc'd my trifles, that appear in rhyme. | (| 
My rapid pen along the paper flies, | 
Yet ſwiſter than I write the meaſures riſe. | |! 


Oh poor and worthleſs, in my ſight, indeed, | i | 
« The life to come, in every poet's creed 
Nor yet more precious, have I learn'd to hold, 
The pride of place, or impotence of gold. 
I court not theſe ; but aim, with ſteady plan, 
"Ta prove the virtuous citizen and man. 
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A nobler wreath, domeſtic virtues yield; 
Than all the trophies of the ſanguine field, 
Than all the fame a ſtateſman's wiles afford, 
And barren palms of many a ſplendid word. 
The things I write may flouriſh or decay, 
Fortune may give, and fortune take away; 
This object adequate, without control, 
Supremely fills, and actuates my ſoul. 

This, only this, may ſtand, with fearleſs eye, 
Pond'ring the depths of dark futurity. 

The tender ties, that civil duties bind; 

Or nature's hand, hath planted in the mind; 
Sweet in themſelves, without diſguiſe or art, 
Speak home, and inward, to the heart of heart; 
The ſocial habitudes to friendſhip riſe, 

On uſe engrafting mutual charities, - 

The ſilken ties, that ſoul with ſoul entwine, 

And never rudely ſtrain, yet cloſely join. 

Thus, hours on hours, and days on days, I ſpend, 
That fools might ridicule, the good commend, 
And pride herſelf might envy, could ſhe know 
Th' expanſive ſweetneſs, and the heartfelt glow, 
That ev'ry feeling, word, and act, attend, | 
Which ſpeaks the parent, or approves the friend. 
My children, in their dawn of being fair, 

Awake, endear ſolicitude and care. | 

My roof re-echoes with their gladſome noiſe, 


Their charming follies, and their infant joys. 
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As tremulous their naſcent powers they try, 
The tear of pleaſure fills a father's eye. 
Entranc'd I gaze, and feel my pride dilate, 
With fancy'd pomp of patriarchal ſtate ; 


And while I guide their tottering ſteps along, 


Explain the language of the unpraQtis'd tongue, 
Remove their wants, their little woes diſpel, 
And teach contentment in their eyes to dwell ; 

| Such floods of joy my ſoften'd ſoul ſubdue, 

As gold could never buy, nor riot knew. 
From painful effort, and corroding ſtrife, | | 
Secure, I tread the downhill path of life; 
Exiſting for myſelf, and for my own, 

I wiſh to paſs, untroubled and unknown. 


a» 
—— — mer ra a 2 — 

in a ——— n - 
j— U —— ͤ — 2 Kœꝗ—Bↄͤ — —— — . — 


ro THE FOREGOING 


/ 


r m . 


Too partial friend, thy fond misjudging lays, 
To me unwonted waft the voice of praiſe. 
Self-love revolves the tablets of my mind, 

Some juſt foundation for applauſe to find ; 

In vain revolves, the judgment muſt reprove 
The pious falſchoods of thy blinded love. 
Yet, in that volume, one fair page I trace; 
Nor time ſhall cancel it, nor chance deface 

In golden cyphers, grav'd by virtue's hands, 

Th' eternal name of holy friendſhip ſtands. 
Imprudent flatterer, wherefore waſte thy rhymes, 
On proud obſcurity in ſelfiſh times ? 
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The barter'd praiſes of the vulgar train, 
Demand an interchange of praiſe or gain ; 
But neither, may the flatt'rer hope from me; 
My power ſo bounded, and my tongue ſo free. 


Some baſe-born project, ſome inſidious plan, 
Stains the ſmooth intercourſe of modern man; 
Their ſmiles a ſneer, their praiſes are a gibe; 
My ſoul recoiling loaths the little tribe, 

Their harlot blandiſhments, that teem with guile, 5 
The palm expanſive, and the marſhall'd ſmile. 
When riſing blaſts of lucky baſeneſs bear, 

The child of fortune to ſome lofty ſphere, 
With humble geſtures, and adoring eyes, 
They trace his dingy progreſs to the ſkies ; 

Of his ſnug mantle, hold the miry tail, 

« Purſue the triumph, and partake the pale.” 
Inflated tow'ring, like an air balloon, 

Th' aſpiring bauble riſes on the noon ; : 

The ruſtic, as he gazes, little knows | 
What poor materials the vaſt bulk compoſe ; - 
That fticks and taffeta, how cheap and flight, 
At diſtance ſeem ſo ſolid and fo bright; 

While, pois'nous acid force corroſive joins 
With drofs, and refule of the baſeſt mines, 
How noxious vapour ſwells its gilded pride; 
And how ' tis yarniſh'd o'er, its emptineſs to hide. 
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With ſurface poliſt d by unwearied art, 
The hard cold ſubſtance of the ſtony heart 
Scorns the ſoft trace of ſympathy to bear, 
Tis ſteely intereſt makes impreſſion there; 
No feeling ſparks confeſs the genial pow'r 
Of gay colliſions in the ſocial-hour ; 
A ſtubbora maſs, unconquer'd, and the ſame 
In ſorrow's menſtruum, and in friendſhip's flame. 
The mind elated fix'd my fortunes low 
I cannot practiſe, for I do not know, 
The bold pretenſions, that a credit raiſe, 
The trade of thriving, and the eraſt of praiſe. 
My. lot is humble, for the fates denied : 
The pow'r of riſing, when they gave me pride. 
My lot is humble, for with pride they join'd, 
More dangerous inmate ſtill, a feeling mind. 


Enough, my muſe, thy ſelfiſh prologue end 


My thoughts and rhymes be ſacred to my friend; 


Such monitory ſtrains demand his ear, 

As love may bring, and love will patient hear. 
Ves, friend belov'd, I muſt the weakneſs chide, 
That bids thee from thy genius wander wide; 
That holds thee down, a ſtranger to thyſelf, 
Midſt humble throngs that baſely bow to pelf. 
Why ſhould thy ſpirit bend to faſhion's ſway, 
Or ſordid maxims of the preſent day? 
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Why dwell complacent on the waſted hours, 

The toils, that mock thy biaſs and thy pow'rs ? 
Did nature warm thee with poetic fire, 

To grope with fools, for farthings in the mire ? 

For this, the baſhful pride did nature give ? 

For this, the feelings tremblingly alive? 

Improvident and hopeleſs, all thine aim, 

To join the poet's and the lawyer's name. 

Decided ſtudies chuſe ; no more remain _ 
Of fame enamour'd, yet the ſlave of gain; 

»Twixt god and mammon, a divided thrall; 

Be all a poet, or a lawyer all. | 

With caution chuſe, and ſtedfaſtly purſue, 

Some. ſettled aim, nor loſe it from thy view ; 

For indeciſion, mark of feeble mind, 

Blaſts the beſt purpoſes of humankind, | 

Emancipate thy ſoul from thirſt of pelf, 

And dare to think and ſtudy for thyſelf, 

The muſe's charms ſhall more delight afford, 

Than all the palms of many a ſplendid word. 

The ways of men, inſtructive book, peruſe, 

And hoard materials for the moral muſe. 

No more let ſtudies the proud mind entame, 

Where wealth is dignity, and luck is fame. 


Thy youth was mounted on ambition's car, 
And whirl'd unthinkipg to the ſtormy bar; 
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Where practice weaves, perplex'd, her thorny maze, 
And captious ſcience ſnares and ſpringes lays, 
While truth and reaſon muſt forego their pride, 
And follow precedent, a purblind guide. 
Ah diffrent far to youthful fancy's eye, 
Th' ennobling ſtudies in perſpective lie! 
Whatever great in human action dwells, 
Whatever noble in reſearch excels ; 
The metes and bounds, by moral truth defin'd ; 
Unerring tranſcript of th' eternal mind. | 
Primeval there, in pure effulgent light, 
Dwell the fair archetypes of good and right ; 
And thoſe, that model ſtates, and publiſh laws, 
Transfuſe a beam from that eternal cauſe. 
Sublime purſuit, the mind of god to trace, 
Thro' its clear workings in the human race, 
An awful function, to protect the ſource 
Of human rights, and pour their ſteady courſe, 
Alike the palace and the cot to lave, | 
And whelm th' oppreſſor, with reſiſtleſs ware; 
To guard the life of man from anxious fears, 
And, more than life, diſpenſe what liſe endears; 
To quell proud wrong, to huſh the widow's cries ; 
And fill with joy the orphan's little eyes. 


In ſpeculation, fuch the lawyer's taſk, 
But, practice ſoon removes-th* illuſive maſk. 
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Then, keen dexterity. muſt come in aid, 
And what ſhe finds a ſcience, make a trade. 
Tt b' impoſing gravity, the bold pretence, 
The pantomime, that holds the place of ſenſe, 
Her progreſs ſmooth ; and ſometimes, too, the treat 
While lawyers fatten, as their clients eat. 
The brighteſt genius, in the legal field, 
The palm of merit and of praiſe ſhall yield, 
To the flow pack-horſe, and th' enduring aſs, 


With nerves of cable, and with front of braſs. 
Or fiercer they, whoſe roaring charms the crowd, 


In error bold, and impudently loud, 

With low'ring brows, and well diſſembled n 
To fame and riches ſind a ready path; 

Imbibe each paſſion, that the clients feel, 

And heart and hand alike for outrage ſteel ; 
Deſpiſe the bloodleſs palm, the wordy ftrife, 
And ſtake, for paltry fees, a worthleſs life. 


Yet many a noble mind the bar diſplays, 
Where genius, taſte, and ſcience blend their rays ; 
Full many a mind, that, caſt in roman times, 
Had fill'd th' hiſtorian's page, the poet's rhymes ; 
See wiſdom, wit, and eloquence combin'd, 
And lib'ral worth with manly firmneſs join'd ; 
|  Vntainted they, in Themis' crowded ſchools, 

Amidſt the buzzing ſwarm of knaves and fools ; 
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Midſt vile proſtrations of the ſordid train, 
That deify the golden calf of gain; 

Some of the train | love, and ſome revere; 
My ſoul has hoarded many a friendſhip there, 


Awake, my friend, th' aonian virgins hear; 
Hark, hark, they call thee to their tuneful ſphere z 
There, let th' oppreſt and fainting ſoul reſpire, 

And draughts imbibe of pure etherial fire. 

The ſmoak of this dim ſpot, th' unhallow'd toil 
'Th' imbruted ſpirit cloud with earthly ſoil z 

But ſoon the muſes, in their pureſt ſprings, 

Shall purge thy thoughts from baſe ſublunar things. 
Terreſtrial fetters burſt, thy plumes diſplay, 

And ſoar to regions of eternal day. 


Write for thyſelf, and for the riſing age; 
Deſpiſe the plaudits of the modern ſtage: 
For gothic managers the muſes chace, 
Grimace, and farce, and pageant, fill their place. 
No more, the muſes to the drama bear 
Reforming laughter, and the virtuous tear; 
No more, the follies of the day control, 
T he paſſions purge, and purify the ſoul. 
All ſerious feelings have become a pain, 
And laughter, with her light fantaſtic train, 
Transfers their place to topics of an hour, 
That ſpring and fade round diſlipation's bow'r, 
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- The muſhroom jokes, a capital affords, 
The vapid humour of colloquial words, 
The tranſitory cant of vulgar life, 

And mirth with reaſon evermore at ſtrife. 
Hard to deſcry, and harder ſtill to hit, 
The thin fugacious forms of local wit. 


Deſpiſe th' example of the worthleſs throng, 
That tune, for paltry gain, an abje& ſong ; 
This hour, the panders of degraded taſte, 
The next, in ſlavery fold, to ſnuff and paſte. 
Woo not the muſes, as a means to thrive ; 
Thou doſt not live to write, or write to live. 
From light frivolity, and vain expence, 
Retir'd, in plain and frugal competence, 
Thou doſt not ape thy wealthy neiphbour's ſtate, 
Thy temp'rate wiſh is bounded by thy fate. 
To virtue's cauſe devote the moral train ; 
Give wholeſome leſſons, to the young and vain 
Warn the light foot with cautious pace to tread, 
Where flow'rs and verdure deck the ſmiling mead ; 
The wide- ſpread ſnares, the lurking adders ſhow, 
The pit- falls fathomleſs, that yawn below ; 
What fell volcanos mine the treacherous ground, 


Where roſes bloom, and cluſt*ring grapes abound, 


he brighteſt eyes for thee ſhall drop a tear, 
The faireſt hands ſtrew cypreſs on thy bier, 
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In other times; but from the preſent days, 
Thou mayſt not hope for profit or for praiſe. 
Did all thy numbers breathe an Homer's flame, 
The living poet may deſpair of fame. 
Ev'n in th' auguſtan age, and happier climes, 
Scorn and proſcription would purſue thy rhymes. 
But here—what hands beſtow the verdant meed ? 
How few the judges, mongſt the few that read? | 
Our ſpirits are provincial, like our land, 
And all our notions are at ſecond-hand. 
To clothe our minds and bodies we import 
The worn-out faſhions of a foreign court. 
The public judgment ſcarcely walks alone, 
Knows not its ſtrength, nor dares to uſe its own. 


As when, to thoſe, who long in darkneſs mourn'd, 
The leech's ſkilful hand has light return'd ; 
Surrounding objects teem with wild affright, | | | 
Promiſcuous burſting on the timid ſight ; | | | 
The dazzled eyes bewilder'd range in ſpace, 
Nor meaſure diſtance, nor diſtinguiſh place. 
The limbs unfinew'd, from their taſks retire, 
Diftruſt themſelves, and till a guide require. 
lerne long, in ſlaviſh gloom, oppreſt, 
Relax'd, and palſy'd, with unhappy reſt, 
In pow'r of others, never of her own, 
Her place forgotten, and her ſtrength unknown, 


* 
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In blindneſs ie, in wnorance canis, 


Was, like the Dauite, deem N i chain to grind ; 
Reſtor d, at length, to freedam's daz zling noon, 
She ſcarcely <1 enjoy the precicus boon, 

Awzkes her dormant pow'rs, wh lng'ring fear, 


And dark with light, furrcvading things appear. 


' F 27277231 SAN FLO 
hee LIN 


| 
I 
, 
x 
: 
4 
; 


—— — Ormond 


In other times ; but from the preſent days, 

Fhou mayſt not hope for profit or for praiſe. 

Did all thy numbers breathe an Homer's flame, 
The living poet may deſpair of fame, 

Ev'n in th' auguſtan age, and beppier limes; 

Scorn and aden would Pliriue thy. rhyme — 


But here hat hands beſtow the verdant meed: 


PR 
BY x7 
gh 

44 4 7 


mary hc dou» mong?? the ſew that read ? 
Our Writs are provincial, like our land, 
And all our notions are at ſecond-hand, 
To clothe our minds and bodics we import f 
The worn- out faſhions of a foreign court. 
The public judgment ſcarcely walks alone, 


Knows not its ſtrength, nor dares to uſe its own 


As when, to thoſe, who long in darkneſs tourn'd, 


The leech's ſkiltul band has light return'd; _ 
Surrounding objects teem with wild affripht, 
Promiſcuous burſting on the timid fight ; 

The dazzled eyes bewilder'd range in ſpace, 
Nor meaſure dffance, nor diſtinguiſh place. 
The. limbs unſhnew 'd, from their taſks retite, 
Diſtruſt tbemſelvee, and ſtill à guide require 
lerne long, in flaviſh gloom, oppreſt, 

Relax d, and palſy'd, with unhappy reſt, 

In power of others, never of her owns 

Her place forgorten, and her ſtrength unknown, 
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In blindneſs led, in ignorance confin'd, 
Was, like the Danite, doom'd in chains to grind ; 
Reſtor d, at length, to freedom?s dazzling noon, 
She ſcarcely can enjoy the precious boon, 

Awakes her dormant pow'rs, with ling'ring fear, 
And dark with light, ſurrounding things appear. 
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